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7. 



Oh could my Mind, unfolded in my page^ 
Enlighten climes and mould a future age ! 
There as it glow'd, with noblest frenzy fraught. 
Dispense the treasures of exalted thought 3 
To Virtue wake the pulses of the heart. 
And bid the tear of emulation start ! 
Oh could it still, thro* each succeeding year. 
My life, my manners, and my name endear 3 
And, when the poet sleeps in silent dust. 
Still hold communion with the wise and just ! — 
Yet should this Verse, my leisure's best resource. 
When thro' the world it steals its secret course. 



Revive but once a generous wish supprcst. 

Chase but a sigh, or chann a care to restj 
In one good deed a fleeting hour employ. 
Or flush one faded cheek with honest joy j 
Blest were my lines, tho' limited their sphere, 
Tho' short their date, as his who trac'd tliem here. 
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Yifere bis^ vit& posse priore fnii. 
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THE 



PLEASURES OF MEMORY. 



PART I. 



Dolce senticTy 

Colic, cbe mi piacesd, • . • • 

Ov* anoor per usanza Amor mi mena; 

Ben riconosco in Toi 1' usate forme, 

Nooj . fattsOf in me. 

^ . Petrarch, 



ANALYSIS 



OF THI 



FIRST PART, 



The Poem begins with the description of an 
obscure village^ and^of the pleasing melan- 
choly which it excites on being revisited B£t^ 
a long absence. This mixed sensation is an 
effect of the Memory. From an effect we na- 
torally ascend to the cause; and the subject 
prc^K>9od is then unfolded with an investiga- 
tion of the nature and leading principles of 
this faculty. 



It is evident that our ideas flow in con- 
tinual succession^ and introduce each other 
with a certain degree of regularity. 

They are sometimes excited by sensible 
objects^ and sometimes by an internal opera- 
tion of the tnind. Of the former species is 
most probably the memory of brutes; and its 
many sources of pleasure to them, as well as 
-to us, are considered in the first part. The 
latter is the most perfect degree of memory, 
and forms the subject of the second. 

When ideas have any relation whatever, 
they are attractive of each other in the mind ; 
and the perception of any object naturally 
leads to the idea of another, which was con*- 
nected with it either in time or place, or 



which can be compared or contrasted with it. 
Hence arises our attachment to inanimate ob« 
jects; hence also^ in some degree^ the love of 
our country^ and the emotion with which we 
contemplate the celebrated scenes of anti** 
quity. Hence a picture directs our thoughts 
to the original: and^ as cold and darkness 
suggest forcibly the ideas of heat and lights 
he, who feels the infirmities of age, dwells 
most on whatever reminds him of the vigour 
and vivacity of his youth. 

The associating principle, as here em^ 
ployed, is no less conducive to virtue than to 
happiness; and, as such, it frequently disco* 
vers itself in the most tumultuous scenes of 
life. It addresses our finer feelings, and gives 



exercise to every mild and generous propen.^ 
sitjr. 

Not confined to man^ it extends through 

all animated natare; and its effects are pecn* 
liarly striking in the domestic tribes. 




PART I. 



Twiziort's soft dews steal o'er the vHlage-greenv 
With nugjc tints to harmonize the sceDe. 
StOl'd is die hmn that thro' the hamlet brofce. 
When round the mins of dirir anctent oak 
The peasants flock'd to hear Ae miiutrel plaj^. 
And gaues and carols dot'd the bos^ daj-. 
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met M^ed at test, the matroti. charms no more 

treasor'd tHeA, and legendary lore. 
a&j an are fied; nor nurth nor musk Bows 
iDo (ftiaae ihb dreams of innocent repose. 
An^ all are fled; yet still I linger here! 

m 

l^inbat pensive sweets this silent spot endear? 

Mark yon old Mansion^ firowniiig thro* the trces^ 
Whose hollow turret wooes the whistling breeze. 
That casement^ arch*d with ivy*s brownest shade^ 
First to these eyes the light of heav'n convey'd. 
iThe mooiderhig gateway strews the grass-grown comt. 
Once the cidm scene of many a simple sport j 
When nature pleas*d^ for life itself was new. 
And the heart promis*d what the fancy drew. 

See^ thro' the fractnr'd pediment rcveard^ 
Where moss itdays the rudely scnlptur'd shield^ 
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The marto*8 dd^ liere^taiy nest. 

-Long may the ruin spare its hallowed guest! 
As jars the Innge^ what sullen echoes call! 

Oh haste^ unfold the hospitable hall ! 
. That hall^ where once^ in antiquated state. 

The ch^ir of justice held the grave debate. 

Now stain'd with dews^ with cobwebs darkly hung, 

Oft has its roof with peals of rapture rung; 

When round yon ample board, in due d^ee^ 

We sweeten*d every meal with social glee. 

The heart's light laugh pursued the circling jest; 

And all was sunshine in each little breast. 
. "Twas here we chas*d the slipper by its sound; 

And tum'd the blindfold hero round and round, 

Twas here, at eve, we form'd our fairy ring; 

And Fancy flutter'd on her wildest wing. 
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Giants and genii chained each wondering ear 5 
And oiphan-sorrows drew the zeady tear. 
Oft with the babes we wander'd in the wood^ 
Or yiew'd the forest-feats of Robin Hood: 
Ofl> fancy-led^ at midnight's fearful hour^ 
With startling step we scal*d the lonely tower; 
O'er infant innocence to hang and weep, 
MurderM by ruffian hands, when smiling in its sleep. 

Ye Household Deities ! whose guardian eye 
Mark*d each pure thought, ere registered on highj 
Still, still ye walk the consecrated ground. 
And breathe the soul of Inspiration round. 

As o*e^ the dusky furniture I bend. 
Each chair awakes the feelings of a fi:iend. 
The storied arras, source of fond delight. 
With old achievement charms the wilder*d sight; 

5 



\ 
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And still with Heraldry's rich hues imprest. 
On the dim window glows the pictured crest. 
The screen unfolds its many-colour'd chart. . 
The clock still pdnts its moral to the heart. 
That faithful monitor ^twas heav*n to hear! 
When soft it spoke a promised pleasure near: 
And ha^ its Sober hand^ its simple chime. 
Forgot to trace die feather'd feet of Time ? 
That massive beam, with curious carvings wrought. 
Whence the'caged linnet sooth'd my pensive thought; 
Those mud^ets cas*d with venerable rust; 
Those once-lov'd forms, still breathing thro* their dust. 
Still from the frame, in mould gigantic cast. 
Starting to life-— all whisper of the past! 

As thib* the garden's desert paths I rove. 
What fond Hhisibns swarm in evf^r grov ! 
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How oft, when purple evening ting'd the west;, 
We watch'd the emmet to her gramy nestj 
Wdcom'd the wild-bee home on weary wing. 
Laden with sweets, the choicest of the spring I 
How oft inscrib'd, with Friendship's irotive rhyme. 
The bark now sjlver'd by the touch of Time ^ 
Soar'd in the swing, half pleas'd and half afraid^ 
Thro* sister elms that wav'd thdr summer-shnde; 
Or str6w*d with crumbs yon root-inwoven seat. 
To lure the redbreast ftom his lone retreat! 

Childhood's lov'd group revisits every scene. 
The tangled wood-walk, and the tufted green I 
Indulgent Memory wakes, and, lo! they live! . 
Cloth'd with far softer hues than Light can give-. 
Thou first, best friend that Heav'n assigns below. 
To sooth and sweeteq||^}l the cares we know^ 




Whose glad fuggestions still each vain alahn^^ 
When nature ^dea, and life forgets to charm; 
Thee would the Muse invoke ! — ^to thee belong 
The sage's precept^ and the poet^s song. 
What soften'd views thy magic glass reveals^ 
When o'er the landscape Time's meek twilight steals ! 
As when in ocean sinks the orb of day, 
liODg on the wave reflected lustres play. 
Thy temper'd gleams of happiness resign'd 
Glance on the darken'd mirror of the mind. 

The School's lone porch, with reverend mosses gray> 
Just tells the pensive pilgrim where it lay. 
Mute is the £iell that rung at peep of dawn, 
QiuckeniHg my truant-feet across the lawn t 
Unheard the shout that rent the noontide air. 
When the slow dial gave a pause to care* 
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Up springs, at pvery step, to claim a tear. 
Some little firiendahip form'd, and cherlsh'd here! 
And not the lightest leaf; but trembling teems 
With golden visions, and romantic dreams! 

Down by ^'on hazel copse, at evening, bkz'd 
The Gip^*8 £iggot — there we stood and gaz*d; 
Gaz*d on her sun-burnt face with silent awe. 
Her tatter*d mantle, and her hood of straw j 
Her moving lips, her caldron brimming o'er) 
The drowsy brood that on her back she bore, 
Imp^ in the bam with mousing owlet bred. 
From rifled roost at nightly revel i^\ 
Whose dark eyes flashed thro' locks of blackest shade. 
When in the breeze the distant watch-dog bay'd : — 
And hero^ fled the Sibyl's mutter'd call. 
Whose elfln prowess scal'd the orchard-wall, 
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As o'er my palm the sOyo' piece «he drew, 
And trac'd the line of life with searching view> 
How throbb'd my fluttermg poise with hopes and fears^ 
To leam the colour of my future years ! 

Ab, then> what honest triumph flush'd my breast ! 
This truth once known— To bless is to be blest ! 
We led the bending beggar on his way; 
(fiare were his feet^ his tresses silver-gray) 
Sooth'd the keen pangs his aged spirit felt> 
Vnd on his tale with mute attention dwelt. 
^ in his scrip we dropt our little store^ 
bid wept to think that little was no more^ 
ie breath'd his prayer, '* Long may such goodness live ! *' 
Pwas all he gave, *twas all he had to give, 
bigels, when Mercy's mandate wing'd their flight, 
iad stopt to catch new rapture firom the sights 
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But harkl .thrp* those old firs^ mth sullen swell 
The chmdi^^^lock strikeal ye leader scenes, faiewetti 
It calls me hence> beneath their shade, to trace 
The few fond Bnes that Time may soon efiaice. 

On yon gray stone, th^ fronts the chancel-door, 

V 

Worn smooth by busy feet now seen no more. 
Each eve we shot the marble thro* the ring. 
When the heart danc*d, and life was in its springs 
Alas ! unconscious ,of the kindred earth. 
That faintly echoed to the voice of mirth. 

The glow-worm loves her emerald light to sbed> 
Where now tljie sexton restft his ho^ry head. 
Oft, as he tum'd the greensward with his spade. 
He lectur'd evCTy youth, that round him play'dj 
^ And, caJmlyj|>ohiting whereJbis fethers lay. 
Housed him to rival each> the hero of his day. 
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I search the reoondB of eadi mooldeiHig^stoiio. 
Guides oflfliy^iife) instructors of fcny youth ! • 
Who first unveiT-d the halIow*d fbrm of TVuth 5 
Whose emy word eoli^ten'd and endear'd; 
In age.bdov'd^ ia poverty rcver'd) 
In Friendship's ^eot regiiteF ye Ihe, 
Nor ask the vain memorial Art can^give. 

— But when die mhs o^peace and pleasure sleep, 
When only Sorrow "vi^kes^ and wakes to v^ecp, * ' 
What spells entrance rtiy visionary mfttd; ^ ' ''" 
With sighs so s^wCttti widi htpturds so r^fih'd? 

EAereal Powr(^>'Whbfee mhih, at n<jdft Of tt?g|M, ^ 
; Recalls the far-ljed spirit of 'delight- '''" ■ ^ ' ' ' ' 
Instils that musin^/ttkla«feB^teb6d]^'"^ f^^ '*' '" '^ 
I Which charfft*t<|hifer^;Hfl€f, af^ «tei«(t*B'«lfe^btta;^'*i'? '' 
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Blest Memory, hail! Oh^ grant the grateful Mase, 
Her pencil dipt in Nature's living hues, 
To pass the clouds that round thy empire roll, 
And trace its airy precincts in the soul. 

Lulled in the countless chambers of the braui. 
Our thoughts are linked by many a hidden chain. 
Awake but one, and lo, what myriads rise ! * 
Each stamps its image as the other flies I 
Each, as the various avenues of sense 
Delight or sorrow to the soul dispense. 
Brightens or fades > yet all, with magic art, 
Controul the latent fibres of the heart. 
As studious Pkospero's mysterious spell 
Convened the subject-spirits to his cell^ 
Each, at thy call, advances or retires. 
As judgment dictates, or the scene inspires. 



Estch thrOis the seat df flense^ that flaered sonroe, 

Whetioe the fine nenres direct their masjr course^ 

And thro' the fiame invisibly convey 

The subtle^ quick vibrations as they pl^y. 

Survey the globe, each ruder reakn explore; 

From Reason's faintest ray to Newton soar. 

What different spheres to human bliss assign'd! 

What dow gradations in the scale of mind! 

Yet mark m each thc«e mystic wonders wrought; 

Oh mark the sleepless energies of thought ! 

The sldventorous boy, that asks his little share, 
' And hies fhto home, with'mdny a gossip's prayer. 

Turns on the ndghbouring hill, once more to see 

The dear abode of peace and privacy; 

And as he turns, the thatch among the trees, 
I The mielu^B blae wreaths ascending with the broe^. 



The \\}lkfji$s€^mxmxi>v^{ifsi^vf^ 

The qhgiohyffdr^efvir/itroikiid'v^^ 

All rouse Eeflecti9a^{aadljH]^^Qig<.|tF^ii» rt/ 

And oft he loybj^aji^iW^epft^^^a^Jp^i^^aki- :■:■■ - .\ \ 

Arts yet ufij^ghtai luidn^orkl^ uxiknowu .bciftar^ -,.^ i 
And, M[iJlh^?ou$<)f: Science, woof^tb^^^;^ : -^v/ 
That risingv^w^*<i,thi9ir,str^gO expwwiof ^saaj^ m.^v; 
So, w^^», fe^.t)r^i|b*4 Jbi& firm y^ fen4-adiwjir<^ ^^ 
Borne fronr Im hi^ iuU,. his ;carv'4t9aaoa>> i • j r n ' o 
And Wilis sqol l^st }oiv*dx.9UQh. tQarA^:«hed> < .1 

Long q*eF;dM^W^^r» wistful Jpok to cast^ • • 'i "« T 
Long watch*d the ^eaminig signal from the naasl;^ < i 
Till twilight*^ dewy tintfrdeceiv'd his eye, .: •: -^ 

And ft^ forests fring'd the eteninf fik}^; . y .^^ v ;»/ 
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So Scotia's 4taeen, as sbwly' dawn'd Hie dxy/^ 
Rose on her couch^ and gaz'd ber soul* away. 
Her eyes had hles^d the hdacoa*s ^mmering height. 
That faintly tipt the feathery siBge \iiilh light; 
But now the niom -viith orient hues jiourtiay'd 
Each castled clitf, and brown monastid shade: 
All toucdiF'4 'the tdisnian's resistless spring. 
And lo, whatfbttfly ttibes wei^ instant 6n th^ wing! 

Thus kindred olijects kindred thobghts inspire/ 
As suaft)^i^<^!toi!ris'iiiBi^lbMretect]lc fitb: 
And hence^is spot ^es back the joys df ^btith. 
Warm as the life, aiid with the mkrol^sr tmtii. 
Hence home^l^h ]idea&iif e protnptii 'the Patriot's sigh- f 
This maftM'l^m wi^ to- live, and dajief to die. 
For this Fa3CAki> vrltese tektitless fate« 
Venice shiAii^kfelil -to^^^tf di6 Muse felat^; ' ' ' 



124 

When exile wore his blooming years sw&y. 

To sorrow's long soliloquies a prey. 

When reason^ justice, vainly urg*d his cause. 

For this he rous'd her sanguinary laws^ 

Glad to return, tho* Hope could grant no more. 

And chains and torture hail*d him to the shore. 

And hence the charm historic scenes impart: 
Hence Tiber awes, and Avon melts the heart. 
Aerial forms, in Tempers classic vale. 
Glance thro' the gloom, and whisper in the gale:. 
In wild Vaucluse with love and Lavba dwell. 
And watch and weep in £loisa's cell.^ 
'Twas ever thus. As now at Virgil's tomb,* 
We bless the shade, and bid the verdure bloom : 
So TuLLY paus'd, amid the wrecks of Time,k 
On the rode stone to trace the truth sublime; 
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When at hia feet, in honoor^d dost disdos'd. 
The immortal Sage of Syracaae repos*d. 
And as his ycfuth in sweet delusion hong^ 
Where once a Plato taught, a Pindar sung^ 
Who now but meets him musing, when he roveif 
His ruin'd Tosculan's romantic groves? 
In Rome's great forum, who but hears him roll 
His moral thunders o'er the subject soul ? 

" And hence that calm delight the portrait gives 
We gaze on eveiy feature till it lives ! 
Still the fond lover views the absent maid; 
And the lost friend still lingers in his shade; 
Say why th4 penuve widow loves to weep,l 
When on her knee she rocks her babe to sleep : 
Tremblingly stilly she lifts his veil to trioe 
The father's tetaies in hii infimt face. 



• '"• '*i 



The hoaryvgpdxdalreattutes die Hour zwky, 
Won by the cbaam of Iiii|ocebc8)at pky^) . 
He bends to pamt easb: aitleisjbiB'gt ' of joy:, i . . < i A 
Forgets l^tagei and 2ictsag|a|o) the. boji^ ■ >m>* M'aiV/ 

Each milder viitn^ ai^d eadbiMfter: grace ;> . ' - H 
What thi/ tilKt^endls torpedo-touch divest tt.-^l .il 
£ach gentler/fioerfiiipiilfebf the 1iiei»tt'>' ita* i^ imU 
StiU dntt Chirictjiveijpribciple pieside^ ''>/^^>i twtA 
And wake the tear to^PitJ^'s stitf'dchied. • • * ^ ''^Z 
The intrepid 1iwks> ^that goflids a/fiM)elgn 6hniE(eJ<'^^^> 
Condemned to'dimb his moonti^cliflfe 464iioiri > i"t> 
If chance He bears tSie.sohg so sweetly wild^ . U' h^<? 
Which qn thodeiid(fis>hU tii&nt1iovffii'begciil*dv' ^^'^tW 
Melts at theldlkg-idst-^€«ies'tli^t^flflfiMid'hiti^H^y^ ^ 
And sinks a martyr Ito w?pfentahtslj^i»'?l *^'^*'*^^ « ' 



Ask not if ooi]iti>or«aiiq>8 diiRoh^ the dttniif * 
Say why VESPAsiiarl^vidtl^ Sabkiet&nnf* 
Why gre«t.N«rv^KS> #lieik France «Qd)fieeakni faled,^* 
Sought thef Ipse limits HDf« isBBft^aiwd* < 
When DiotodLBTiAiM^sfiel^coRectKl mind' 
The iiBptdal&sces oik worid resignM^ 
Say why we trao0>the> lahoora of his spadei* ■ . 
In calm Saloiki'» g^itasophie afaikie^ 
Say^ when atttbttipuirCHAaliBt renounced a duone^ t ' 
To muse wkh'ixiQpkft uiilettef'4 and unknown^ 
What from Us soul the jpartn^^ tribcit^dsew? 
What dffun-d Ihe «oif6w8 of a last adieu ^ 
The still retieaCs that «ooth'd hir tranquQ biieaiit> 
Ere grandsHr^ikzsleriy and, its 4:0X66: o|)pness*d. ^^ 

UnMapSd by^lknei the'|^m)ibs.:^96iict glot«^ 
Far as Angl)kri^«awte;'a*^Z^)h9bllir^ sboli^S r^'- v r* <.' 
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Glows in the tiger*8 den, the serpent** net^t. 
On every form of varied life imprest. 
The social tribes its choicest influence hail i-^ 
And, when the drum beats briskly in the gale^ 
The war-worn courser charges at the sound. 
And with young vigour wheels the pasture roiuid. 

Ofl has the aged tenant of the vale 
I^an*d on his staff to lengthen out the tale ; 
Oft have his lips the gratefiil tribute bteath'd. 
From sire to son vnth pious zeal bequeath*d. 
When o*er the Masted heath the day dedin'd. 
And on the scath*d oak warr*d the winter wind; 
When not a distant tape's twinklbg ray 
Gleam*d o*er the ftu-ze to light him on his way : 
When not a sheep-beil sooth'd his listening ear^ 
And the big rain-drops. tQki.theiainpe8t near^ / 
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Then did his hone the homeward track desciy/ 
The track that shinm'd his sad^ inqairiog eyef 
And wia eadi wavering porpote to relent^ 
With warmth so mild^ so gently viol^it. 
That hb charmed hand the caretess reign resign*d» 
And doubts and terrors vanished firom his mind. 

Recall the ttaveller, whose alter'd form 
Has borne the bufiet of the mountain-storm; 
And who will first his fond impatience meet? 
His faithful dog *s abieady at his feet ! 
Yes^ tho* the porter spurn him from the door^ 
Tho' all> that knew him> know his face no more. 
His &ithful dog shall tell his joy to each. 
With that mute eloquence which passes speech. 
And see, the master but returns to die! 
Yet who shall bid the watdiful servant fly ^ 
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Thebla6U^heav*n> the dreiicluag dews of earthy 
The waaton ki^ult^ «f imfeeUdg idii^Ui, i : : V 
These, when to guajxl: Mjsfortone'a aacred grare^ 
Will firm Fidelity exult to brave. . 

Led bj what dhart^ tian^rta the tioQid dove 
The wreaths of oonquest^ OD die. Yo^ffB ^iove } 
Say, thro' the ck)iidiwhalcompffilii|n9iats her flight? 
Monarchu have ga£',d> and natifenk Gdeas'iiithe sight 
Pile rocks on rocks, bi4' woods and liKiutitain»tiS6i^^ ' 
Eclipse her native ahadea, her'natdTe skiib^HH t? 
'Tis vain! thro* Ether's^thcksa wilds t^ogoes^^:' 
And ligfals ait last wh^ra all liec cares reposei .•■ \ 

Sweet bird! thy twt^sfcaDHanleiQVwaMJi^^ 
And unto»:ages^«cp«kwi^ - - 

When with the ^fe«t «ttW|f df fefh^/'^i i.»:. ' X 
With looks that ask^i, y^t'd^d tit* to^^^ 
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Want, with her babes, round generous Yalovtodmig, 
To wring the slow surrender fiom his tongue, 
''Twas thine to animate her dosing eje^ 
Alas! 'twas thine perchance the fu^ to die, 
Crush'd by her meagre hand, when welcomed fiom 
the sky. 
Hark! the bee winds her small but ihellow horn,t 
Blithe to salute the sunny smile of mom. 
O'er thymy downs she bends her busy course. 
And many a stream allures her to^its source, 
lis noon, *tis night. That eye so finely wrought. 
Beyond the search of sense, the soar of thought,. 
Now vainly asks the scenes she left behind; 
Its orb so fiill, its vision so confined! 
Who guides the patient pilgrim to het cell? 
Who bids her soul with conscious triumph swell T 
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With coDKKKu truth retrace the mazy doc 
Of varied actsntB, that charra'd her as she flew? 
Hail^ MiMOBY, hail! thy naiTersal r^gn 
Guardi the least link of Being's glorious chain. 
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PLEASURES OF MEMORY. 



PART II. 



. Degli anni e de Tobblio nemica, 
Delle cose custode> e dispensiera. 

Tasio. 



D 



ANALYSIS 



OF THE 



SECOND PART. 



The Memory has hitherto acted only in sub- 
servience to the senses^ and so far man is not 
eminently distinguished from other animals : 
but^ with respect to man^ she has a higher 
province; and is often busily employed^ when 
excited by no external cause whatever. She 
preserves^ for his use^ the treasures of art and 
science^ history and philosophy. She colours 
all the prospects of life : for ^ we can only 
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anticipate the future, by concluding what is 
possible from' what is past.' On her agency 
depends every effusion of the Fancy, whose 
boldest effort can only compound or trans- 
pose, augment or diminish the materials 
which she has collected and retained. ' 

When the first emotions of despair have 
subsided, and sorrow has softened into me- 
lancholy, she amuses with a retrospect of 
innocent pleasures, and inspires that noble 
confidence which results from the conscious- 
ness of having acted well. When sleep has 
suspended the organs of sense from their 
office, she not only supplies' the mind with 

« 

images, but assists in their combination. And 
even in madness itself, when the soul is re- 
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signed over to the tyranny of a distempered 
imagination^ she revives past perceptions^ 
and awakens the train of thought which was 
formerly most familiar. 

Nor are we pleased only with a review of 
the brighter passages of life; eveqts, the most 
distressing in their immediate consequences^ 
are often cherished in remembrance with a 
degree of enthusiasm. 

But the world and its occupations give a 
mechanical impulse to the passions, which is 
not very favourableto the indulgence of this 
feeling. It is in a calm and well-regulated 
mind that the Memory is most perfect; and 
solitude is her best sphere of action. With 
this sentiment is introduced a Tale, illustra- 
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live of her influence in 8olitndej lichiipt 

'<• ■■ 

and sorrow. And the subject havilig;:ril|| 
been considered^ so far as it relates itpwjjk 
and the animal worlds the Poem 
with a conjecture^ that superior beii^;^^ 
blest with a nobler exercise of this 




PART II. 



r Mehorv, wafted by thy gentle gale, 
1 the stream of Time I turn my sail, 
w the hiry-haxmtB of long- lost Kours, 
sith far greener shades, 6r fresher flowers, 
eg and climes remote to Thee impart 
:banns in Genius, and refines in Art; 
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Thec^ in whose hand the keys of Science dwells 
The pensive portress of her holy cell; 
Whose constant vigils chase the chilHng damp 
Oblivion steals upon her vestal-lamp. 

The friends of Reason, and the guides of Youtl 
Whose language breath*d the eloquence of TVuth; 
Whose life, beyond preceptive wisdom, taught 
The great in conduct, and the pute in thought 5 
These still exist, by Thee to Fame consign'd," 
Still speak and act, the models of mankind. 

From Thee sweet Hope her airy colouring dra 
And Fancy's flights are subject to thy laws. 
. From Thee that bosom-spring of rapture flows. 
Which only Virtue, tranquil Virtue, knows. 

When Joy's bright sim has shed his evening r 
And Hope's delusive meteors cease to play; 
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^^hea douds cm douds the snuling prospect dose, 
>ti]] thro* the gloom thy star serendy glows: 
^e yoa hai orb^ she gilds the brow of night 
^ith the mild magic of reflected light. 

The beauteous maid^ that bids the world ^dieu> 
^ of that world will snatch a fond review ; 
•ft at the shrine neglect her beads^ to trace 
)me social scene^ some dear^ ^miliar face^ 
>rgot^ when first a father's stem controul 
[ias*d the gay visions of her opening soul : 
ad ere^ with iron tongue^ the vesper-bell 
irsts thro* the cypress- walk^ the convent-cell, 
ft will her warm and wayward heart revive, 
love and joy still tremblingly alive; 
he whisper*d vow, the chaste caress prolong, 
reave the light dance, and swell the choral song; 
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"With rapt ear drink the enchanting serenade, 
And^ as it mdts along the moonlight-glade^ 
To each soil note return as soft a sigh^ 
And bless th6 youth that bids her slumbers fly. 

But not till Time has calm'd the ruffled breast 
Are these fond dreams of happiness confest. 
Not till the rushing winds forget to rave. 
Is heav'n's sweet smile reflected on the wave. 

From Guinea's coast pursue the lessening sail^ 
And catch the sounds that sadden every gale. 
TeD, if thou canst^ the sum of sorrows there ^ 
Mark the fixt gaze^ the wild and frenzied glare. 
The racks of thought^ and freezings of despair ! 
But pause not then — beyond the western wave. 
Go, view the captive barter*d as a slave ! 
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Crush*d till his high^ heroic spirit bleeds^ 

And from his nerveless fiame indignantly recedes. 

Yet here, ev'n here, with pleasures long resign'd, 
Lo! Memory bursts the twilight of the mind: 
Her dear delusions sooth his sinking soul. 
When the rude scouige assumes its base controul; 
And o*er Futurity's blank page diffuse 
The full reflection of her vivid hues. 
•lis but to die, and then, to weep no more. 
Then will he wake on Congo's distant shore; 
Beneath his plantain's ancient shade, renew 
The simple transports that with freedom flew; 
Catch the cool breeze that musky Evening blows. 
And quaff the palm's rich nectar as it glows; 
The oral tale of elder time rehearse. 
And chant the rude, traditionary verse; 
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With those, the lov*d companions of his youth. 
When life was luxuiy, and friendship truth. 

All ! why should Virtue dread the frowns of Fate ? 
Hers what no wealth can win, no power create! 
A little world of clear and cloudless day. 
Nor wreck'd by storms, nor moulder'd by decay; 
A world, with Memory's ceaseless sun-shine blest. 
The home of Happiness, an honest breast. 

But most we mark the wonders of her reign. 
When Sleep has lock'd the senses in her chain. 
When sober Judgment has his throne resign*d. 
She smiles away the chaos of the mindj 
And^ as warm Fancy's bright Elysium glows. 
From Her each image springs, each colour flows. " 
She is the sacred guest! the immortal fHend! 
Oft seen o*er sleeping Innocence to bend. 
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In that dead hour of night to Silence giv'n^ 
Whispering seraphic visions of her heav'n. 

When the blithe son of Savoy, joumeTiDg round 
With humble wares and pipe of meny sound. 
From his green vale and shelter*d cabin hies. 
And scales the Alps to visit foreign skies : 
Tho' far below the forked lightnings play. 
And at his feet the thunder dies away. 
Oft, in the saddle rudely rock'd to sleep. 
While his mule browses on the dizzy steep. 
With Memory's aid, he sits at home, and sees 
His children sport beneath their native trees. 
And bends, to hear their cherub-voice? call, 
X}'eT the loud fiiry of the torrent's fall. 

•" But can her smile with gloomy madness dwell ! 
Sajr, can she chase the horrors of his cell? 
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Each fiery ^ht oa Frenz/s wing restrain^ 
And mould the coinage of the fevefd brain ? 
Pass but that grate, which scarce a gleam supplies^ 
There in the dust the wreck of Genius lies! 
He, whose arresting hand sublimely wroi:^ht 
Each bold conception in the sphere of thought; 
Who from the quarried mass, like Phidias, drew 
Forms ever fair, creations ever new! 
But, as he fondly snatch*d the wreath of Fame^ 
The spectre Poverty unnerv'd his frame. 
Cold was her grasp, a withering scowl she worej 
And Hope's soft energies were felt no more. * 
Yet still how sweet the soothings of his art! * 
From the rude stone what bright ideas start! 
£*en now he' claims the amaranthine wreath. 
With scenes that glow, with images that breathe! 
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And whence these scenes^ these images, declare. 
Whence but from Her who triumphs o*er despair? 
Awake, arise ! with grateful fervor fraught, 
, Go, spring the mine of elevating thought. 
He who, thro* Nature's various walks, surveys 
The good and fair her faultless line pourtrays; 
Whose mind, prophan*d by no unhallow*d guest. 
Culls from the crowd the purest and the best ^ 
May range, at will, bright Fancy's golden clime^ 
Or, musing, mount where Science sits sublime. 
Or wake the spirit of departed Time. 
Who acts thus wisely, mark the moral muse, 
A blooming Eden in his life reviews ! 
So rich the culture, tho' so small the space. 
Its scanty limits he forgets to trace; 
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But the fond fool^ when evening shades the sky. 
Turns but to start, and gazes but to sigh ! ^ 
The weary waste, that lengthened as he ran. 
Fades to a blank, and dwindles to a span ! 

Ah ! who can tell tl» triumphs of the mind. 
By truth illumin*d, and by taste refin*d ? 
Whqn Age has quench'd the eye and clos*d the ear. 
Still nerv'd for action in her native sphere. 
Oft will she rise— with searching glance pursue 
Some long-lov'd image vanish'd from her view 5 
Dart thro' the deep recesses of the past, 
0*er dusky forms in chains of slumber cast; 
With giant-grasp fling back the folds of night. 
And snatch the faithless fugitive to light. 

So thro* the grove the impatient mother flies, 
Each sunless glade^ each secret pathway tries; 
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rill the light leaves the truant boy disclose^ 

^ng on the wood-moss stretcb'd in sweet repose. 

Nor yet to pleasing objects are confined 
Hie silent feasts of the reflecting mind, 
danger and death a dread delight inspire; 
^d the bald veteran glows with wonted fire, 
^n, richly bronz*d by many a summer-sun, 
^e counts his scars, and tells what deeds were done. 

Go, with old Thames, view Chelsea's glorious pilej 
^d ask the shattered hero, whence his smile? 
'O, view the splendid domes of Greenwich ;-^go, 
^d own what raptures fi*om Reflection flow. 

Hail, noblest structures imag'd in the wave ! 
^ nation's grateful tribute to the brave, 
lail^ blest retreats from war and shipwreck, hail ! 
W oft arrest the wondering stranger's sail. 
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Long have ye heard the narratives of age. 
The battle's havoc, and the tempest's rage; 
Long have ye known Reflection's genial ray 
Gild the calm close of Valour's various day. 

Time's sombrons touches soon correct the piece^ 
Mellow each tint, and bid each discord cease: 
A softer tone of light pervades the whole. 
And steals a pensive languor o'er the soul. 

Hast thou thro' Eden's wild-wood vales pursued' 
Each mountain-scene, magnificentiy rude ^ 
To note the sweet simplicity of life. 
Far from the din of Folly's idle strife : 
Nor, with Attention's lifted eye, rever'd 
That modest stone which pious Pembroke rear'd) 
Which still records, beyond the pencil's power. 
The silent scmows of a parting hour; 



\ 
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ill to the musing pilgrim points the place, 
er sainted spirit most delights to trace ? 

Thus, with the manly glow of honest pride,* 
'er his dead son old Ormond nobly sigh*d. 
bus, thro' the gloom of Shbnstone*s fairy grove, 
Maria's urn still breathes the voice of love. 

As the stem grandeur of a Gothic tower 
wes us less deeply in its morning hour, 
^ when the shades of Time serenely fall 
^ every broken arch and ivied wall; 
lie tender images we love to trace, 
'^ from each year a melancholy grace! 
^d as the sparks of social love expand, 
8 the heart opens in a foreign land j 
^^ with a brother's warmth, a brother's smile, 
"he stranger greets each native of his isle 3 



So scenes of life> when present and ocmfest. 
Stamp but their bolder features on the breast; 
Yet not an image^ when remotely view'd. 
However trivial, and however rude. 
But wins the heart, and wakes the social sigh. 
With every claim of close affinity! 

But these pure joys the wotld can never know; 
In gentler climes their silver currents flow. 
Oft at the silent, shadowy close of day. 
When the hush*d grove has sung its parting lay; 
When pensive Twilight, in her dusky car. 
Comes slowly on to meet the evening-star; 
Above, below^ aerial murmurs swell. 
From hanging wood, brown heath, and bushy dell! 
A thousand nameless rills, that shun the light. 
Stealing soft music on the ear of night. 
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So oft the finer movements of the soul. 
That shun the sphere of Pleasure's gay controul^ 
In the still shades of calm Seclusion rise^ 
And breathe their sweety seraphic harmonies \ 

Once^ and domestic annals tell the time, 
(Preserv'd in Cumbria's rude, romantic clime) 
When Nature smil'd, and o'er the landscape threw 
Her richest fragrance, and her brightest hue, 
A. blithe and blooming Forester explor'd 
Fhose nobler scenes Salvator's soul ador'd; 
rhe rocky pass half hung with shaggy wood, 
^d the clefl oak flung boldly o'er the flood. 

High on exulting wing the heath-cock rosc,^ 
\nd blew his shrill blast o'er perennial snows 5 
V^hen the rapt youth, recoiling from the roar, 
Graz'd on the tumbling tide of dread Lodoarj 
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And thro* the rifled cliffs^ that scaled the skj^ 
Derwent*s dear mirror charmed his dazzled eye.*^ 
Each osier isle^ inverted on the wave^ 
Thro' mom*s gray mist its melting colours gave; 
And, o'er the cygnet's hauut^ the mantling grove 
Its emerald arch with wild luxuriance wove* 

Light as the breeze that brush'd the orient dew^ 
From rock to rock the young adventurer flew; 
And day's last sunshine slept along the shore^ ' 
When lo, a path the smile of welcome wore. 
Imbowering shrubs with verdure veil'd the sky. 
And on the musk-rose shed a deeper dye; 
Save when a mild and momentary gleam 
Glanc'd from the white foam of some shelter'd strea 

0*er the still lake the bell of evening toU'd, 
And on the moor the shepherd penn'd his fold; 
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Qd on the green bill's side the meteor play'd; 
^hea, hark! a voice sang sweetly thro* the shade, 
ceas'd-^-yet still in Flokio*s fimcy song, 
iU on each note his captive spirit hung) 
U o*er the me^ a cool, sequestered grot 
om its rich roof a spaiiy lustre shot, 
ciystal water cross'd the pebbled floor, 
id on the front these simple lines it bore: 
Hence away, nor dare intrude ! 
In this secret, shadowy cell 
Musing Memory loves to dwell, 
With her sister Solitude. 
Far from the busy world she flies. 
To taste that peace the world denies. 
Entranc'd she sits; from youth to agc^ 
Reviewing Life's eventful page; 
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And noting, ere they fade away. 

The little lines of yesterday. 
Florio had gain*d a rade and rocky seat^ 
When lo, the Genius of this still retreat ! 
Fair was her form— but who can hope to trace 
The pensive softness of her angel -face? 
Can Virgil's verse, can Raphael's touch impart 
Those finer features of the feeling heart. 
Those tend*rer tints that shun the careless eye. 
And in the world's contagious climate die? 

She left the cave, nor mark'd the strange therej 
Her pastoral beauty, and her artless air. 
Had breath'd a soft enchantment o'er his soul! 
In every nerve he felt her blest controul ! 
What pure dnd white-wing'd agents of the sky. 
Who rule the springs of sacred sympathy. 
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congenial spirits when they meet? 
8 their office, as their nature sweet! 
Kio, with fearfiil }6y, pursued the maid, 
y a vista*s moonlight-checquer*d shade, 
the bat circled, and the rooks repos'd, 
xrars suspended, and their counsels clo8*d) 
que mansion burst in awful state, 
ine clustering round its Gothic gate, 
Ls*d he there. The master of the scene 
light step imprint the dewy green; 
>w-adyancing, hail*d him as his guest, 
the honest warmth his looks express'd* 
i the rustic manners of a 'Squire; 
. not quench'd one spark of manly fire| 
it Gout had bound him in her chain^ 
heart panted for the chase in vain. 



Yet here Remembiaooe^ sweetly-soothing power^ 
Wing'd with delight Confinynent's lingering hour* 
The fox*s brush still exnuloos to wear^ 
He 8cour*d the county in his elbow-chair^ 
And, with view-halloo, rous*d the dreaming hound, 
That rung, by starts, his deep-ton'd music round. 

Long by the paddock's humble pale confin*d. 
His aged hunters cours*d the viewless wind: 
And each, with glowing energy pourtray'd. 
The far-i^un*d triumphs of the field displayed; 
Usurped the canvas of the crowded hall. 
And chas*d a line of heroes from the wall. 
There slept the horn each jocund echo knew. 
And many a smile and many a story drew ! 
High o'er the hearth his forest-trophies hung. 
And their fantastic branches wildly flimg. 
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How would he dwell on each vast antler there! 
This dash'd the wave, that £inn*d the mountain-air. 
^3ch, as it frown*d, nnwritten records bore, 
^gallant feats and festivals of yore. 

Bat why the tale prolong?— -His only child, 
%8 darlii^ Julia on the stranger smiled. 
3er little arts a fretful sire to please, 
ier gentle gaiety, and native ease, 
iad won his soul) and rapturous Fancy shed 
ler golden lights and tints of rosy red : 
>ut ah ! few days had passed, ere the bright vision 
fled! 

When evening ting'd the lake's ethereal blue, 
nd her deep shades irregularly threw 5 
heir shifting sail dropt gently from the cove, 
own by St. Herbert's consecrated grove; * 
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Whence erst the chanted hymn, the taper*d rite, 
Amus'd the fisher's solitary night : 
And still the mitred window, richly wreath'd, 
A sacred calm thro' the brown foliage breath'd. 

The wild deer, starting thro* the silent glade. 
With fearful gaze their various course surveyed. 
High hung in air the hoary goat reclin'd. 
His streanung beard the sport of every wind; 
And, as the coot her jet- wing lov'd to lave, 
Rock'd on the bosom of the sleepless wavej 
The eagle rush'd fi*om Skiddaw's purple crest, 
A cloud still brooding o'er her giant-nest. 

And now the moon had dimm'd, with dewy ray. 
The few, fine flushes of departing day 5 
O'er the wide water's deep serene she hung. 
And her broad lights on every mountain flung 5 
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When lo! a sadden blast the vessel blew^* 
And to the surge consigned the little crew. 
All^ all escap*d— but ere the lover bore 
His fdlni and &ded Julia to the shore. 
Her sense had fled! — ^Exhausted by the storm, 
A fatal trance hung o*er her pallid form; 
Her closing eye a trembling lustre fir*d; 
Twas life's last spark — it fluttered and expir'd! 

Tlie father strew*d his white hairs in the wind. 
Called on his child — ^nor linger'd long behind : 
And Florio liv'd to see the willow wave. 
With many an evening-whisper, o'er their grave. 
Yes, Florio liv*d — and, still of each possest. 
The father cherished, and the maid caress'd! 

For ever would the fond enthusiast rove. 
With Julia's spirit thro' the shadowy grove; 
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Gaze with delight on every scene she plann'd. 
Kiss every flowret planted by her hand. 
Ah ! still he trac*d her steps along the glade> 
When hazy hues and glimmering lights betray*d 
Half-viewless forms 5 still listen*d as the breeze 
Heav'd its deep sobs among the aged trees 3 
And at each pause her melting accents caught^ 
In sweet delirium of romantic thought ! 
Dear was the grot that shunn'd the blaze of day; 
She gave its spars to shoot a trembling ray. 
The spring, that bubbled frohi its inmost cell^ 
Murmur'd of Julia's virtues as it fellj 
And o'er the dripping moss, the fretted stone. 
In Florio's ear breath'd language not its own. 
Her charm around the enchantress Memory threw, 
A charm that sooths the mind, and sweetens too! 



But is Her magic only felt below ? 
^7, tfaro* what bri^ter realms she bids it flowj 
^0 what pure beings^ in a nobler sphere^^ 
^be yields ddight but faintly imag'd here. 
^ that till now their rapt researches knew^ 
^ot called in slow succession to review; 
^Vit, as a landscape meets the eye of day^ 
Vt once presented to their glad survey ! 

Each scene of bliss reveal'd^ since chaos fled^ 
Lnd dawning light its dazzling glories spread; 
!ach chmn of wonders that sublimely glow'd^ 
ince first Creation's choral anthem flow'd; 
ach ready fii^t^ at Mercy's smile divine^ 
'o distant worlds that undiscover'd shine; 
oU cm her tablet flings its living rays^ 
nd all« combin'd^ with blest effiilgence blaze. 
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There thy bright train> immortal Friendship^ l^ssi 
No more to part^ to mingle tears no more ! 
And^ as the softening hand of Time endears 
The joys and sorrows of our infant-ye^^ 
So there the soul^ released from human strife^ 
Smiles at the little cares and ills of life; 
Its lights and shades^ its sunshine and its showers; 
As at a dream that charm'd her vacant hours! 

Oft may the spirits of the dead descend^ 
To watch the silent slumbers of a friend 5 
To hover round his evening-walk unseen^ 
And hold sweet converse on the dusky green; 
To hail the spot where first their friendship grew. 
And heav*n and nature open*d to their view! 
Oft, when he trims his cheerful hearth, and sees 
A smiling circle emulous to please; 
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lere may these gentle guests delight to dwell, 
nd bless the scene they lor'd in life so well! 

Oh thou ! with whoDDi my heart was wont to share 
^om Reason's dawn each pleasure and each care; 
^ith whom, alas ! I fondly hop*d to know 
^e humble walks of happiness below; 
thy blest natute now unites above 

I angePs pity with a brother's love, 

II o'er my life preserve thy mild controul, 
rrect my- views, and elevate my soul; 

ant me thy peace and purity of mind, 
vout yet cheerful, active yet res^'d; 
ant me, like thee, whose heart knew no disguise, 
hose blameless wishes never aim'd to rise, 
meet the dianges Time and Chance present, 
ith modest cUgnity and calm content. 

F 
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When thy last breathy ere Nature sunk to rest^ 
Thy meek submission to thy God express'dj 
When thy last look^ ere thought and feeling fled> 
A mingled gleam of hope and triumph shed; 
What to thy soul its glad assurance gave. 
Its hope in death, its triumph o'er the grave? 
The sweet Remembrance of unblemish'd youth. 
The still inspiring voice of Innocence and Truth! 
Hail, Memory, hail ! in thy exhaustless mine 
From age to age unnumber'd treasures shine! 
Thought and her shadowy brood thy call obey. 
And Place and Time are subject to thy sway ! 
Thy pleasures most we feel, when most alone^ 
The only pleasures we can call our own. 
Lighter than air, Hope's summer-visions die^ 
If but a fleeting'cloud obscure! tho sky; 



If but a beam of sober Reason play, 
la, Fancy's feiry frost-work melts away ! 
But can the wiles of Art, the grasp of Power, 
Snatch the rich relics of a well-spent hovir? 
flKse, when the trembling spirit winga ber flight, 
nnt round her path a stream of living light; 
uid ^d those pare and perfect realms of rest, . 
Vhen Virtue triumphs, and ber sons are blest ! 
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NOTES 



ON THE FIRST PAET. 



Note a. Page 20^ 1. 7- 
Awake but one, and lo, what myriads rise! 

Wrxk a tratdler, ^who was mrreying the ruins of 

Eome^ expressed a desire to possess scmie relic ot 

* 

itB ancient grandeur^ PouMin^ who attended him^ 
stooped down^ and gathering up a handful of earth 
shining with small grains of porphyry^ *' Take this 
horne^" said he^ ^* for joor cabinet ^ and say boldl^^ 
Qmetia^MofnaAnUca" 
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Note b. P. 22, 1. 2. 
The church-yard yews round 'which his fathers sleep. 

Every man, like GtiUiver in Lilliput^ is &stened 
to some SDQt of earthy by the thous^d small threads 
that habit and association are continually stealing 
over him. Of these, perhaps, one of the strongest 
Is here alluded to« 

When the Canadian Indians were once solicited 
to emigrate, '^ What! ** they replied, '^ shall we say 
to the bones of our &thers, Arise^ and go with us 

■ 

into a foreign land ? ** 

Hist, des Indes, par l^synsl, vi. 21. 



Note c. P. 22, 1. Q. 
So, when he hreatKd his firm yet fond adieu^-^' 
He wept} but the effort that he made to conceal 
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his tears^ concunred^ with them, to do him honour: 
he went to the mast-head, waving to the canoes as 
long as they continued in sight. 

Hawkesworth*s Voyages, ii. 181. 
Another veiy affecting instance of local attach- 
ment is related of his fellow-countrjrman Potavcri, 
who came to Europe with M. de Bougainville. 

See Les Jardins, chant ii. 



Note d. P. 23, 1. 1 



So Scotia s Queen, Sec. 



£lle se leve sur son Met, et se met k contempler 
la France encore, et tant qu'elle pent. 

Brantome, 1. 140/ 
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NoTse. P. 23,1.9. 
Thus kindred oljecis kindred thoughts inspire. 
To an accidental association may be ascTib^. 
some of the noblest efforts of human genius.^ The 
Historian of the Decline and Fall of the Boman 
Empire first conceived his design among the ruina 
of the Capitol 5 and to the tones of a Welsh harp 
are we indebted for the Bard of Gray. 

GiBBON*s Hist. xii. 432. Mem. of Grat^ 

sect. iv. let. 2^. 



NoTB f. P. 23, 1. 13. 

Hence home-felt pleasure, &c. 

Who can suiEciently admire the afiecdoDate 

attachment of Plutarch, who thus concludes hia 

enumeration of the advantages of a great city to 
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men of liters; '^ As to myself^ I live in a little 
towo^ and I choose to live there^ lest it should 
beoome stiH less." Vit. Dem. 



Note g. P. 23, 1. 15. 
For this Foscari, &c. 

This young man was suspected of murder, and 
at Venice suspicion is good evidence. Neither the 
Interest of the Doge, his father, nor the intrepidity 
of conscious innocex^oe, which he exhibited ih the 
dungeon and on the rack, could procure his acw 
qmttal. He was banished to the island of Candia 
for life. 

But here his resolution failed him. At such a 
distante from Jbome he could not live j and as it 
Mna a criminal ofience to soligit the intercession of 
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«Dy foreign prince^ in a £t of despmr he addressed 
a letter to the duke of Mikn^ and intrusted it to a 
wretch whose perfidy^ he knew^ would occasion his 
heing remanded a prisoner to Venice. 

See Moore's View of Society in Italy, 
vol, i. let. 14. 



Note h. P. 24, 1. 12. 
jind watch and weep in £loisa*s cell. 
The Paraclete, founded by Abelard, in Cham- 
pagne. 



-1- 1 



Note i. P. 24, 1. 13. 
. 'Twos ever thus. As now at Virgil's toml'-^ 

Vows and pilgrimages are not peculikr to the 
religious enthusiast. Siliu^ Italicus performed an- 
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pual ceremonies o& the mountain of Posilipo^ and 
it was there that BocoKxno^ ^uasi da un divino 
eshro inspkrato, resolved to dedicate his life to the 
muses. 



NoTB k. P. 24, 1. 15. 
So TuLLT pQMs'd amid the wrecks of Time. 
When Cicero was qusstor in Sicily, he disco- 
vered the tomb of Archimedes by its mathematical 
inscription. Tusc. Quaest. v. 3. 



Note 1. P. 25, 1. 13. 
Say why the pensive widow loves to weep. 
The influence of the associating principle is finely 
exemplified in the faithfiil Penelope, when she sheds 
tears o^^er the bow of Ulysses. Od. xxi. 55. 
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NoTB QL P. 25^ L 13. 
Iff chance he hears the song S0 tweetbf wUd^ ^ 
The celebrated Ranz desVadies; oet waicMn 
des Suisses qa'il fut d^^du sous peine de nxat de 
le jouer dans leurs txoupes^ parce qu'il £usoit fimdre 
en larmes^ d68erter ou mourir oeux qui Tentendoi- 
ent^ tant il excitoit en eox raident d£sir de tcvoa 
leur pa3rg. RousatAu, Dictioanaiie de Musiqiie. 



NoTBn. P. 27, 1.2. 
Say wiy Vespasian Unfd his Saline farm. 
This emperor, aoco9;Qing to Suetonius, constantly 
passed the summer in a small vilin near Reate, where 
he was bom, and to which he would never add any 
embellishment; ne quid sciUcet ticulorum c^M^tudiM 
deperiret Sy«T. in Vit. Vesp, cap. ii. • 
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A similar instance oocnrs in the life of the ve* 
aerable Fertinax^ as related by J. Capitolinns. Pos^ 
teaquam in Ligoriam venit^ moltis agris coemptifij^ 
tabemam paternam^ manente forma priore, infinida 
asdificiis drciindedit. Hist. Angust. 54. 

And it is said of Cardinal Richelieu^ that^ when 
he boilt his magnificent palace on the site of the 
(M family chateau at Richeliea, he sacrificed itt 
symmetiy to preseire the room in which he was. 
bom. Memoires de Mile, de Montpcmsier^ i. 27* 

An attachment of this nature is generally the 
characteristic of a benevolent mind; and a long 
acquaintance with the world cannot always extin- 
guish it. 

. ^' To a tnssoA" says Jdm Duke of Bucking^uun, 
^ I will eiqiose my weakness: I am oftener mining 
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a pretty gallery in the dd hcyine I pulled ddwn^ 
than pleased with a saloon which I built, in itik 
steady though a thousand times better in all re^ 
«pect8." See his Letter to the D. of Sh. 

This is the language of the heart; and will to* 
mind t}ie reader of that good-humoured remark in 
one of FopQ*8 letters— '' I should hardly care to 
have an old post pulled up^ that I remembered e?er 
since I was a child." Fope^s Works^ viii. 151. 

Nor did the Poet feel the charm more forcibly 
than his Editor. See Kurd's Life of Warburton, 

51, 99- 

The elegant author of Telemaehus has illus^. 
trated this subject^ with equal fancy and feeling, in 
the story of Alib6e^ Persan; See Recueil de Fables^ 
composees pour TEducation d'un Prince* 
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NoTi o. p. 27, 1. 3. 
Why great t^AVAnvLB, &c. 
That amiable and accomplisli'd monarchy Henry. 
^ Fourth of France^ made an excursion from his 
^^OQf, daring the long siege of Laon, to dine at a 
^OQse in the forest of Folambray; where he had often 
^Q regaled^ when a boy^ with fruity milk^ and new 
cheese; and in revisiting which he promised himself 
fSl^t pleasure. Mem. de Sully^ ii. 381. 



Note p. P. 27, 1. 5. 

{fallen Diocletian's self- corrected mind — 

Diocletian retired into his native province^ and 

here amused himself with buildings plantings and 

;ardening. His answer to Maximian is deservedly 

iolebrated. He was solicited by that restless old 
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man to re-a^&ume the reins of goroiiment^ and tl 
Imperial purple. He rejected the temptation with 
«nile of pity^ calmly observing^ '^ that if he oou 
shew Maximian the cabbages which he had plant 
with his own hands at Salona> he should no long 
be urged to idiinquish the enjoyment of happini 
for the pursuit of power." Gixbon^ ii. 175. 



Note q. P. 27, 1. p. 
Say, when amhitwus Chaeles renounced a throne 
When the emperor Charles V had executed 
memorable resolution, and had set out for i 
monastery of St. Justus^ he stopped a few days 
Ghent^ says his historian^ to indulge that ten( 
and pleasant melancholy^ which arises in the mi 
^ every man in the decline of life, on visiting i 
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"lace of his nativity, and viewing the scenes and 
>l^t8 ^miliar to him in his early youth. 

Robertson's Hist. iv. 256. 



NoTEr. P. 29, 1.1, 
Then did his horse the homeward track descry. 
The memory of the horse forms the ground- 
work of a pleasing little romance of the twelfth 
century, entitled, '' Lai du Palefroi vrai.'* See Fa- 
bliaux ou Contes du XII et du XIII Siecle. iv. 1 95. 

m 

iVriosto likewise introduces it in a passage fiill 
of trath and nature. When Bayardo meets Angelica 
in the forest, 

. . . . Va mansueto a la Donzella, 



Cb'in Albracca il servla gia di sua raano. 

OfiLANoo FuBioso, canto i. 75. 

G 
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Note «. P. », 1. 13. 
Sweet Urdi thy truth shall HAta^^u'stvaUs dtM^. 
During the siege of Harlem^ when that dty was 
reduced to the last extremity^ and on the point of 
opening its gates to a hase and barbarous enemy^ a 
design was formed to relieve it^ and the intell^;e&ce 
was conveyed to the citizens by >a letter which was 
tied under the wing of a pigeon. 

Thu AKUS, »Ub. Iv. c. 5. 
The same messenger wa8'0kiq}3oyed 'attiie siege 
of Mutina^ as we are infonned by the eider l^y. 

Hist. Nat. ^, 37. 



NoTEt. P. 31., 1. 6. 
Hark! the bee, &c. 
This little animal, from the extreme convexity 
of her eye, cannot see many inches before her. 



as 



NOTES 



ON THE SECOND PART, 



NoTB u. Page 40^ L 9. 
Then siill exist, &c. 
Therb is a future Existence even in this world; 
n Existence in the hearts and minds of those who 
hall live after us. It is in reserve tot every man^ 
lowever obscure; and his portion^ if he be diligent^ 
oust be equal to his desires. For in whose remem- 
mmce can we wish to hold a {dace^ but such as 
juaw, and are known by us? These are within 
he sphere of our influence^ and among these and 
heir descendants we may live evermore. 
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It is a state of rewards and punishments; a 
like that revealed to us in the Gospel^ has the hs 
piest influence on our lives. The latter excites 
to gain the favor of God; the former to gain t 
love and esteem of wise and good men ; and bo 
conduce to the same end; for in framing our co 
ceptions of the Deity, we only ascribe to him exalfe 
degrees of Wisdom and Goodness. 



Note x. P. 46, 1. 13. 

Yet still how sweet the soothings of his art! 

The astronomer chalking his figures on tt 
wall, in Hogarth's view of Bedlam, is an admiraU 
exemplification of this idea. 

See the Rake's Progress, plate i 
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Note y. P. 48, 1. 2. 

Turm but to start, and gaxes but to sigh I 

The following stanzas are said to have been 

written on a blank leaf of this Poem. They pre- 

. tent so affecting a reverse of the picture, that I 

cannot resist the opportunity of introducing them 

here. 

Pleasures of Memory!— oh tupremely blest. 
And justly proud beyond a Poet's praise; 
If the pure confines of thy tranquil breast 
Contain, indeed, the subject of thy lays! 
By me how envied ! — for to me. 
The herald still of misery. 
Memory makes her influence known 
By sighsi and tears, and grief alone : 
I greet her as the fiend, to whom belong 
The vultore's ravening beak, the raven's fimeral song. 
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She tells of time mispent, of comfort lost. 

Of &ir occuiooB goae for ever b^; 
Of hopes too fondly nur&'d, too rudely cioss'di 
Of many a cause to wisl^ yet fiBir> to dle$ 
For what, except th' instinctive fear 
Lest she survive, detains me here, 
When " all the life of life" is fled?— 
What, but the deep inherent dread. 
Lest she bejrond the grave resume her reign. 
And realize the hell that priests and beldams feign? 



Note z. P, 50, 1. g. 
Hast thou thro' Eden's wild-wood vales pursued, & 

On the road-side between Penrith and Appd 
there stands a small pillar with this inscription: 

'^ This pillar was erected in the year 1^6, 
Ann Countess Dowager of Pembroke, &c. foi 
memorial of her last parting, in this place, with 1 
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good and pious mother^ Margaret^ Countess Dow- 
ager of Cumberland^ on the ad of Aprils ]6l6: in 
mcmorj whereof she hath left an annuity of 41. to 
be cUstributed to the poor of the parish of Brougham^ 
eveiy 2d day of April for ever^ upon the stone-taUe 
pifloed haid by. liausDeo!" 

The Eden is the principal river of Cumberland, 
and rises in the wildest part of Westmoreland. 



NoTB a. P. 51, 1. 3. 

Thusp tvUh the manly glow of honest pride, 
Oer his dead som old Ormono nobly sigKd, he, 

Qrmcmd bore tb^ loss with patience and dig- 
ni^: though he ever retained a pleasing, however 
nebncholy^ leps^ of the signal merit of Ossory. 
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*^ I would not exchange my dead son," said he, 
*' for any living son in Christendom." 

Hume, vi. 340. 

The same sentiment is inscribed on Miss Dol- 
man's urn at the Leasowes. 

Heu, quanto minus est cum reliquis versari, 
quam tui meminisse ! 



Note b. P. 53, 1. 13. 

High on exulting wing the heath-cock rose. 

This bird is remarkable for his exultation during 
the springs when he calls the hen to his haunts 
with a loud and jshrill voice, and is so inattentive to 
his safety as to be easily shot. 

Brit. Zoology, 266. 
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Note c. P. 54, 1. 2. 

Derwenfs clear mirror. 
The Lake of Keswick in Cumberland. 



Note d. P. SQ, 1. l6. 
Down by Si, Herbert's consecrated grove, 
A small island covered with trees^ among which 
were formerly the ruins of a religious house. 



Note e. P. 6l, 1. 1. 
When lo! a sudden blast the vessel blew. 
In a lake^ surrounded with mountains^ the agita- 
tions are often violent and momentary. The winds 
blow in gusts and eddies^ and the water no sooner 
jiwells^ than it subsides. 

See Bourn's Hist, of Westmoreland. 
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Note f. P, 63, L 3. 

To wkai pure beings, in a nobler sphere. 
She yields delight butfcintly imaged here. 

The several d^ees of angels may probably 
have laiger views, and some of them be endowed 
with capacities able to retain together, and con« 
stantly set before them, as in one picture, all their 
past knowledge at once. 

Locke on Human Understanding, book ii. 

chap. X. 9. 



AN EPISTLE 



TO 



A FRIEND. 



Villala, . . . . et pauper agellcy 

Me tibiy et hos vaak mecam, quos semper tmavi^ 

Commendo. 
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PREFACE. 



Every reader turns with pleasure to those 
passages of Horace, and Pope, and Boileau, 
which describe how they lived and where they 
dwelt; and which, being interspersed amgng 
their satirical writings, derive a secret and 
irresistible grace from the contrast, and are 
admirable examples of what in Painting is 
termed repose. 

We have admittance to Horace at all 
hours. We enjoy the company and conversa- 
tion at his table ; and his suppers, like Plato's, 
' non solum in praesentia, sed etiam postero 
die jucundae sunt.' But, when we look round 
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as we sit there, we find oarselves in a Sabine 
farm, and not in a Roman villa. His windows 
have every charm of prospect; but his furni- 
ture might have descended from Cinciunatos; 
and gems^ and pictures^ and old marbles^ are 
mentioned by him more than once with a 
seeming indifference. 

His English Imitator thought and felt^ 
perhaps^ more correctly on the subject; and 
embellished his garden and grotto with great 

industry and success. But to tl^ese alone he 
solicits our notice. On the ornaments of his 
house he is silent; and he appears to have re- 
served all the minuter touches of his pencil 
for the library, the chapel, and the banquet- 
ting-room of Timon. ' Le savoir de notre 
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si^Ie/ says Rousseau^ ^ tend beaucoup plus 
id^tniire qu'il Mifier. On censure d'un ton 
demaitre; pour proposer^ il en faut prendre 
^ autre/ 

It is the design of this Epistle to illustrate 
the virtue "of True Taste; and to shew how 
little she requires to secure^ not onlj the 
comforts^ but even the elegancies of life. 
True Taste is an excellent Economist. She 
confines her dioice to few objects^ and de- 
lights in producing great effects by small 
means: while False Taste is for ever sighing 
after the new and the rare; and reminds us, 
in her works, of the Scholar of Apelles, who, 
not being able to paint his Helen beautiful, 
determined to make her fine. 



ARGUMENT. 

An InTitation, v, I. The approach to i 
scribed, v. 5. Its situation, v. 1^. 
apartments, v. S?. furnished vith casbi from t)ic 
Antique, &c. t. 63, The dining-rocmj 
The library, v. Bg. A cold bath, v. lo 
ice-house, v. 111. A ■winter-'walk, v. 15/. A 
nimmer-'walk, v. l6g. The invitation renewed, 
V. 203. Conclusion, t. 211, 
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AN EPISTLE 



A FRIEND. 



, with a Bbauhdk's skill, thy cuiious mind 
aw'd the insect-tribei of buman-kinil, 
tith ilB busy hum, or gilded wing, 
itle web-work, or iti venom'd sting; 
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Let me^ to claim a few unvalued hours^ 
Point the green lane that leads thro* fern and floverSi 
The sheltered gate that opens to my fields 
And the white front thro* mingling elms reveal'd. 

In vain^ alas^ a village- friend invites 
To simple comforts, and domestic rites. 
When the gay months of Carnival resume 
Their annual round of glitter and perfume; 
When Bond-street hails fhee to its splendid mart> 
Its hives of sweets, and cabinets of art} 
And, lo, majestic as thy manly song. 
Flows the full tide of human life along. 

Still must my partial pencil love to dwell 
On the home-prospects of my hermit cell; 
The mossy pales that skirt the orchard^green. 
Here hid by shrub-wood, there by glimpses seenj 
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,iodis.lQ8tanioogibptreei below. . . 
anrt) k trace «(the flattaring tinta fiiii^ve) 
fleeting didnoft tbaC bids theknd^cxipe lire* ' 
er the faea^^t pleaaiogitf atanoe^f pass * / 
ling t&e>IMge)ik7'fit^d)eJ|>aiiflder'd'iuii| r r 
;UiDg dbqdifid^xQry wJ^nide deligbtit* ^ / 
tliDg kiedd^to naark the^bble^a flight^i f 
n her ki^Dehief blue the oott^ig^lnaidi - , 
brinuQing piteber finoln tbs ifaadoii^ ^de. 
> the south a mouatain-vsde ifetiijes^ 
nits groresy kad glens^ aiKi viUageKfii»trefi/. 
land lawna^ and clifi^ tnth foliagerhungi > 
zard-stxeain> nor xiamelesa nor unsiing) . / 
hro* the vaiious yeary the vandos df^'^^ -, > 
koenei of gkny bursti and melt away! ..;« 



I 
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When April verdure springs in Grosvendr-square, 
And the flirr*d Beauty comes to winter there> 
She bids old Nature mar the plan no more^ 
Yet still the seasons circle as before. 
Ah, still as soon the young Aurora plays^ 
Tho' moons and flambeaux trail their broadest blaze j 
As soon the sky-lark pours his matin song, 
Tho* Evening lingers at the mask so long. 

There let her strike with momentary ray, 
As tapers shine their little lives away; 
There let her practise from herself to steal. 
And look the happiness she does not feel ; 
The ready smile and bidden blush employ 
At Faro-routs that dazzle to destroy; 
Fan with affected ease the essenc*d air. 
And lisp of fashions with unmeaning stare. 
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Be thine to meditate an humbler flighty 
When morning hlh the fields with rosy lights 
Be thine to blend^ nor thine a w^gar ^im, 
Repose with dignity^ with Qiiiet fame. 

Here no state-chambers in long line unfold^ 
Bright with broad mirrors^ rough with firetted gold 5 
Sfet modest ornament^ with use combin'd^ 
Attracts the eye to exercise the mind. 
Small change of scene> small space his home re- 

quires^c 
Who leads a life of satisfied desires. 

What tho* no marble breathes^ no canvas glows^ 
?rom every point a ray of genius flows ! «* 
3e mine to bless the more mechanic skilly 
rhat stamps^ renews^ and multiplies at will ; 
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And cheaply circulillQt^ thfo? dittant dioie^ 
The fairest relics of the porest tones. 
Here from the mdold'to cottsciouB beings ttart - /' •• 
Those finer forms^ the mhrade^ of art; f<f : ' " 
Here chosen gemsy imjpfedt on snlphakri Matep • "'^ 
That slept for «lg^«i'd second nraie^'* ^ . i^ui/ 
And here the fiiidiful graver dereft totraoe ' '^ •<• 
A Michael's grand^or^^aodia iUPBAsL'sgraoe! j> ^ 
Thy gallery^ F|(»repce; gild^ my btttt^Ue vall0>> . S ii' 
And my low roof the Vatican recalls ! 

Soon as the mornitlg^dP^ik>dty*>pilkrriffiei/i'i/>I <» 
To waking sense 'What bng^edf^vit(oiia(fifa&'!'-»tij ji.(!V/ 
Omark! again the coiii:get8i0fflie<Stttt/JHA! n-ji'^m 
'At GuiDO*s calli their 'round 'of glofy rani »i' '»: viJ'n 
Again the rosy Hours re^pifoe tbeir flight^' .«<..• 
Obscur*d and lost in floods of golden light ! 
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Bat coald thine erring friend so long forget 
Sweet source of pensive joy and fond regret) 
rhat here its warmest hues the pencil flings^ 
Lio! here the lost restores^ the absent brings; 
And still the Few best lov'd and most revered ^ 
Rise round the board their social smile endeared ? 

Selected shelves shall claim thy studious hours; 
There shaU thy ranging mind be fed -on flowers! * 
There^ while the shaded lamp's mild lustre streams^ 
Read ancient books^ or woo inspiring dreams ;< 
And^ when a sage's bust arrests thee there^'* 
Pause^ and his features with his thoughts compare. 



* — • apis Matins 
More modoque 
Grata carpentis thy ma— Hob. 
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— ^Ah^ most that Art my grateful rapture calb> 
Which breathes a soul into the silent walls $* 
Which gathers round the Wise of every Tongue/ 
All on whose words departed nations hung; 
Still prompt to charm with many a converse sweet | 
Guides in the worlds companions in retreat! 

Tho^ my thatch*4 bath no rich Mosaic knowg^ 
A limpid stream with unfelt current flows. 
Emblem of Life! which^ still as we survey. 
Seems motionless^ yet ever glides away ! 
The shadowy walls record^ with Attic art. 
The strength and beauty that its waves impart, 
Here Thetis, bending^ with a inother*s fears 
Dips her dear boy, whose pride restrains his tears^ 

* Postea ver6 quam Tyrannio mihi libros disposuit, mens 
addita yidetur meis sedibus. Cj c. 
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There^ Vsxrut, risings shrinks with sweet surprize^ 
As her £ur self reflected seems to rise ! 

But hence away ! yon rocky cave beware ! 
A sullen captive broods in silence there. 
There^ tho' the dog-star flame, condemned to dwells 
In the dark centre of its inmost cell. 
Wild Winter ministers his dread controul. 
To cool, and crystallize the nectafd bowl! 
His £ided form an awful grace retains; 
Stem tho* subdued, majestic tho* in chains! 

Far flrom the joyless glare, the maddeQipg strifes. 
And all ' the dull impertinence of life/ 
These eyelids open to the rising ray. 
And close, when Nature bids, at close of day. 
Here, at the dawn, the kindling landscape glows; 
There noonrday levees call from faint repose. 
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Here th^ flush'd wave flinga back the parting light; 
There glimmering lamps anticipate the night. - 
TV hen from hi& classic dreams the stddent steaLu* 

• • • ^ 

Amid the buz of crowds^ the whirl of wheeb^ 
To muse unnotic*d^ while around him press. 
The meteor-forms of equipage and dress; 
Alone^ in wonder lost^ he seems to stand 
A very stranger in his native land! 
Like those blest Youths (forgive the fabling page)^ 
Whose blameless lives deceived. a twilight age^f 
Spent in j$weet slumbers; till the miper's spade 
Unclos*d the cavern^ and the mpirning play'd. 

* Ingenium, sibi quod vacuas desumsit Athenas^- 
£t studiis annos septem dedit>'insenuitque 
Libris ct curis, statua tacituniius exit 
Plerumquc HoR. 

t o^-i— falkntis seraita vitas. Hoit. 
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Ah^ wha( their Btraoge surpn^e^ their wild delight! , 
New arts of life, new manners meet their sight I 
In a new world they wake> as. from the dead; 
Yet doubt the trance dissQlv'4»the vision fled! 

O come, and, rich in intellectual wealthy 
Blend thought with exercbe, with knowledge health! 
Loag, id this sheltered scene of letter'd talk. 
With sober step repeat the pensive walk; 
Nor scorn, when graver triflings fail to pkase. 
The cheap amusements of a mind at ease; 
Here ever^.care in sweet oblinon cast. 
And many an idle hour-*not idly pass'd. 

No tapef^t^echoes, ambush'd at my gate. 
Catch the blest acoeiits oC the wisorand great.' 
Vain of its various page, no Album breathes 
The sigh that Friendship or the Muse b^p^athst 
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Yet some good Genii o'er my hearth preside> 
Ofl the fyi friend^ with secret spell^ to guides 
And there I traoe^ when the grey evening lour^, 
A silent chronicle of happier hours } 

When Christmas revels in a world of snoW, 
And bids h^ berries blush^ her carols flow; 
His spangling shower when Frost the wizard flings^ 
Or, borne in ether blue, on viewless wings. 
O'er the white pane his silvery foliage weaves. 
And gems with icicles the sheltering 6aves; 
—Thy muffled friend his nectarine- wall pursueii. 
What time the sun the yellow crocus wooes. 
Screened from the arrowy North i and duly hies* 
To meet the morning-rumour as it flies; 

* Fallacem drcaiUj vespertinumque pererro 
Siepe forum. Hor. 
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To range the munnurifig market-place^ and view 
rhe motley groi^ that feithful Tbniers drew. 

When Spring bursts forth in blossoms thro' thevale^ 
And her wild music triumphs on the gde, 
Dfl with my book I muse firom stile to stile |* 
Dil in my porch the listless noon beguile^i 
Framing loose numbers^ till declining day 
rhro' the green trellis shoots a crimson rayj 
Fill the West- wind leads on -the twilight hours^ 
\nd shakes the fragrant bells of closing flowers. 

Nor boast^ O Ghoisy ! seat of soft delight, "> 
rhe secret charm of thy voluptuous night, 
^ain is the blaze of wealthy the pomp of power h 
Lo^ here^ attendant on the shadowy hour^ 

* Tantot^ un livre en iiiain> errant dans les prunes— 

BOILKAV. 



i 
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Thy doseNsuppier^ served by hands uitseeiii • 
Sheds^ like an evening-star^ its my serene^" 
T^ hail our ooidilg. Not a step pro|ihane * 
haxe»j with rude sounds the cheerfieil rite vsslbimA^ 
And^ wtifle Uie frugal banquet glorvrs teveal'd^ ' - 
Pure and unbought^*-— the natires of my fidd| 
While blushing :fraits thro* scatter^ leares infk^ 
Still clad in bloom^ and veii'd in aztme light ^^^^ 
With 'Wirie;'iistich in years as Horace sin^j ^ 
With waiter, clear as his own^feuntahr' flings, 'i 
The shifUng side-board pkys %ts lAnnbler part. 
Beyond the triumphs of a 'Loriot*s art. ' " 

Thus, in this calm recess, so richly 6^anglft ' 
With mental light, and luxury of thought, ' 



dapes inemtas. 1:)or. 
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^y life steals on; (O could it bl&nd with thine !) 
'areless mj course, ytt ndk without design. 
® thro' the vales of Loire the bee-hives glide,** 
"he light raft dropping with the silent tide; 
o, till the laughing scenes ^e lost in nig^t, ' 
"he busy people wing their various flight, 
'^ing unnumbered sweets firom nameless flowers, 
^hat scent die vineyard in its purple hours. 

Rise, ere the watchrdieving clarions play, 
'aught thro* St Jameses groves at blush of day; 
^re its full voice the choral anthem flings 
Vo* trophied tombs of faen>es and of kings, 
laste to the tranquil shade of learned ease,* 
W skill'd alike to dazzle and to please; 



* Innocuas amo ddicias doctamque quietem. 



\ 
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Tho' each gay scene be search'd with aiuuoaft eye, 
Nor thy shut door be pass'd without a sigh. 

If, when this roof shall know thy fHend ilo lacKt, 
Some^ formed like thee^ should once^ like thee^ ex^bn^ 
Invoke the lares of his loy*d retreat^ 
And his lone walks imprint with pilgrim-feet; 
Then be it said^ (as^ vain of better da3rs^ 
Some grey domesdc prompts the partial intiise;) 
'^ Unknown he liv'd^ unenvied^ not unblest; 
Reason his guide^ and Happiness his guest 
In the clear mirror of his moral page. 
We trace the manners of a purer age. 
His soul> with tlurst of genuine glory fiaugfal; 
Scorn*d the false kistre of licentious thought 
—One fair asylum fiom the world he knew. 
One chosen seat, that charms with various view! 



*! 



../ 
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Vlio boasts of moie (believe tbe senous strain) 
'%bs fer a home, aiid si^s, alasl in vain. 
Huo' each he loves, the tenant of a day, 
Lnd, with the swallow, wings the year away ! "' 




113 



NOTES 



AND 



ILLUSTRATIONS. 



NoTB a. Page Itiri. 5. 

m 

Oft o*er the mead, at pleasing distance, pass^^ 
Cosmo of Medicis delighted most Id his Apennine 
villa> because all that he commanded from its win- 
dows was exdusively hb own. 

How unlike the wise Athenian^ who> when he 
bad a fium to sell^ directed the cryer to proclaim^ 
as ' its best recommendation^ that it had a good 
neighbourhood ! Plut. in Vit. Themist. 
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NoTB b. p. y^, I. 14. 

And, ihro* the various year, the varwus dat^ 

Horace commends the house, 

^— longot quae prospicit agios. 

Distant views, if there is a good fbr^roond, aie 
generally the most pleasing; as they contain the 
greatest variety^ both in themselres, and in their 
accidental variations. 

GiLPiK on the High-Lands of Scotlaad, 
i. 159. 



NoTB c. P. idff^, 1. S. 

Small change of scene, small space his home requires-^ 

Many a great man, in passing, through the 
apartments of his palace, has made ffie melancfaot|r 
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reflection of the venerable Cosmo: ** Questa h 
troppo gran casa i si poco famiglia.** 

Mach. 1st. Fior. lib. vii. 

"* I ccHifess^*' says Cowley, '' I love littleness 
almost in aU things. A litUc convenient estate, a 
little cheerful house, a little company, and a very 
little feast." Essay vL 

So also says the Conqueror of Silesia ! 

Petit bien, qui ne doit rien. 
Petite maison, petite table, &c. 

When Socrates was asked why he had built for 
liimself so small a house, *' Small as it is,** he re- 
plied^ *' I wish I could fill it with friends.** 

Phjedrus, 1. iii. g. 

These indeed are all that a wise man would de- 
sii^ to assemble ; " for a crowd is not company, and 
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faces are bdt a gallcr;' of pictures^ and talk but a 
tinkling cymbal^ where there is no love." 

Bacon's Essays^ xxvii. 



^OTB d. P. 101, 1. 11. 
From everif point a ray of genius flov^! 

By this means, when the heavens are filled 
with clouds, when the earth swims in rain, and all 
nature wears a lowering countenance, I withdraw 
myself from these uncomfortable scenes into the 
visionary worlds of art> where I meet with shining 
landscapes, gilded triumphs^ beautiful faces, and 
all those other objects that fill the mind with gi^ 
ideas, &c. Addison. 

It is remarkable that Antony^ in his adversity, 
passed some time in a small but splendid retreat. 
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which he called his Timonium> and ^om which 
might origiDate the idea of the Parisian Boudoir, 
that favourite apartment^ ou ton se retire pour itre 
seul, nuds ou Von ne houde point. 

Sthabo, 1. xvii. Plut. in Vit. Anton. 



Note e. P. 102, 1. 13. 
O mark ! agoxn the coursers of the Sun, 
At GuxDo*B catty &c. 
Alluding to his celebrated firesco in the Rospig- 

« 

liosi Palace at Rome. 



Note f. P. 103, 1. 5. 
And stUl the Few best lov'd and most rever\ 

Tlie dining-room is dedicated to ConyivtaHty; 
<xc, as Cicero somewhere e^qpresses it, '^ Conmiimi- 
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tati Title atqoe yicttis.*' There we wish most for 
Che society of our friends 5 and; perhaps^ in their 
absence^ most require their portraits. 

The moral advantages of this fomitiiiie ms^^be 
illnstrated' by the pretty story of an Athenian cour- 
tezan^ '* who^ in the midst of a riotous banquet with 
her lovers^ accidentally cast her eye on the portrait 
t>f a philosopher^ that hung <^>posite to her seat: 
the happy character of temperanoe^and virtue struck 
her with bo lively an iHiage of her own nnwtnrthi* 
ness^ that she instantly quitted the room; and^ te- 
tiring home^ became ever a^r an example of tem- 
perance^ as she had been before of debauchery.*' 

Webb's Inquiry into the Beauties of 
Paintings p. 33. 
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NofT* g. p. 103, L 10. 
Bead ancient looks, or woo inspiring dreams. 
The leader will here remember that passage of 



- Nnno vetprem 1ibris» nunc loranoy ftc. 
which was inscribed by L(Mrd Chesterfield on the 
friese of his library. 



NoTB h. P. 103, 1. 11. 
And, when a sogers bust arrests thee there^^ 
Siquidem non solum ex aoro argentove, aut certe 
ex mte in bibiiothecis dicantor illi, qoonun immor* 
tales animae in iisdem locis ifai loquantnr: quinimo 
•tiam qusB. non sunt/ fingi!uitar, pariuntque desidm* 
non traditi vultus, sicut in Homero evenit Quo 
majus (ut equidem arbitror) nullum est felicitatii 



jpecimen^ quam semper omnes sdre cupere^ qnalis 
iberit aliquls. Plin. Nat. Hist. xxxv. 2. 

Cicero speaks with pleasure of a little seat undef 
Aristotle in the library of Atdcos. '' Literis sus- 
tentor et recreor; maloque in ilia tua sedeciila^ quam 
habes sub imagine Aristotelis^ sedere, qvikm in isto- 
rum sella curuli! " £p. ad Att iv. 10. 



Note i. P. 104, 1. 3. 
fThich gathers round the Wise of every Thngue* 

Quis tantis non gaudeat et glorietur ho^itUmSi 
exclaims Petrarch. — Spectare, etsi nihil aliud^ cert^ 
juvat. — Homenis apud me mutus^ immb verb ego 
apud ilium surdus sum. Graudeo tamen vel aspectft 
solo^ et seepe ilium amplexus ac suspirans dico: 
magne vir, &c. Epist. Var. Lib. 
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Note k. P. 106, 1. 9. . 



Like those blest Youths (forgive the falling page). 

See the Legend of the Seven Sleepers. 

Gibbon's Hist. c. 33. 



Note 1. P. 107, 1. 14. 
Catch the blest accents of the wise and greats 

Mr. Pope delights in enumerating his illustrious 
guests. Nor is this an exclusive privilege of the 
poet. The Medici Palace at Florence exhibits a 
long and imposing catalogue. '* Semper hi parietes 
cohinmaeque eruditis vocibus resonuerunt.** 

Another is also preserved at Chanteloup^ the 
seat of the Duke of Choiseul. 
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Note m. P. 109, 1. 11. 
Nor haast, O Choisy, seat of soft deUght'^ 

At the petits 80up6s of Choisy were first intro- 
duced those admirable pieces of mechanism^ after- 
wards carried to perfection by Loriot, the Confidante 
and the Servante; a table and a side-board^ which 
descended^ and rose again covered with viands and 
vines. And thus the most luxurioas Court in 
Europe^ afler all its boasted refinements^ was glad 
to return at last^ by this singular contrivance^ to the 
^uiet and privacy of humble life. 

Vie privee de Louis XV. 
torn. ii. p. 43. 



NoTttD. P. 110,1.2. 

Sheds, like an evemng^tar, its ray serehWk f 
At a tlonum siqyper statues were sonnddmitf em* 
ployed to hold the lamps. 

— Amca sttnt juTenam slifnilicn per setMiv 
Lampwlai tgniftnt ouMiibut retinentia dextris* 

LucR. ii. 3'^. 

A &shion as old as Homer f Odyss. Tii. 100. 

On the proper degree and distribution of light 
we .ngiay consult a great master of dOfect. H lume 
grande^ ed alto^ e non troppo potente^ sar^ quello, 
che raider^ le particole de* corpi mdto grate* 

Tratt. ddkHttomxH Liovabdo iiA:Viirci, 
c. zli. 
Hence ereiy artist requires a broad and- ht^ 
light. Hence also, in a banquet-scene, the most 



t 



pictoiesqae of all poeti has thrown his light from 
the cidiDg. ^aSiidcL L 726. 

And henoe the ** stany lamps'* of Milton^ that 

. • • • fironi the Hiched roof 
Fmdent by tttbtle magicy « » • .. 

jridded light 

As from a sky. 

Paradise Lost, i. 736. 



Note o. P. 111,1.3. 
Sq thfo^ the vales of Loire the hee^ hives gUde, 

* 

An allusion to the floating bee-house, or baige 
laden with bee -hives, which is ^jsen in some parts of 
France and Piedmont. 
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NoTB p. P. 1 13, 1. 4. 

And, with ihe swallow, wings the year away! 

It was the boast of Luciillus that he changed 
his climate with the birds of passage. 

Plut. in Vit. Lucull. 
How often must he have felt the truth here 
* inculcated, that the master of many houses has no 
home! 




ODE TO SUPERSTITION. 



L L 

tMci, to the realms of Night, dire Demcm, hence! 
Thy chain of adamant can bind 
"Hiat litde world, the human mind, 

id sink its nobleit powers to impotence. 
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Wake the lion*s kradest roar^ 

Clot his shaggy mane with goie^ 
With flashing faiy hid his eye-balls shine ; 
Meek is his savage^ sullen soul^ to thine ! 
Thy touchy thy deadening touch has steePd the breast,* 
Whence, thro' her rainbow-shower, soft Pity smil*d; 
Has closed the heart each godlike virtue blest. 
To all the silent pleadings of his child. 
At thy command he plants the dagger deep. 
At thy command exults, tho' Nature bids him weep! 



I. 2. 

When, with a frown that froze the peopled earth,* 
Thou dartedst thy huge head from high. 
Night wav'd her banners o*er the sky. 
And, brooding, gave her shapeless shadows birth. 
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Rocking on the billowy air^ 
Ha! what withering phantoms glare! 
As blows the blast with many a sudden swells 
At each dead pause^ what shrill-ton*d voices yell ! 
The sheeted spectre^ rising from the tomb^ 
Pdnts at the murderer's stab^ and shudders by 3 
In every grove is felt a heavier gloom^ 
That veils its genius from the vulgar eyej 
The spirit of the water rides the storm. 
And, thro* the mist> reveals the terrors of his form. 



I. 3. 
O er solid seas, where "Winter reigns. 
And holds each mountain-wave in chains. 
The fiir-clad savage, ere he guides his deer^ 
By glistering star-light thro* the snow^ 
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Breathes sofUy in her wondering ear. 
Each potent spell thou bad*st him know* 
By thee inspir^d^ on India's sands,*^ 
Full in the son the Bramin standsj 
And^ while the panting tigress hies 
To quench her fever in the stream. 
His spirit laughs in agonies^c 
Smit by the scorchings of the noontide 'beam. 
Mark who mounts the sacred pyre. 
Blooming in her bridal vest : 
She hurls the torch ! she fens the fire ! 
To die is to be blest:*^ 
She clasps her lord to part no more. 
And, sighing, sinks! but sinks to soar. 
O'ershadowing Scotia's desert coast. 
The Sisters sail in dusky state,^ 
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And^ wrapt in clouds^ in tempests tost^ 
Weave the airy web of fate; 
While the lone shepherd^ near the shipless mais^^ 
Sees o'er her hills advance the long-drawn fhneral train. 



II. 1. 

Thon spak*8t, and lo ! a new creation glow*d. 
Each unhewn mass of living stone 
Was clad in horrors not its ovm^ 

And at its base the trembling nations bow'd. 
Giant Error^ darkly ^rand, 
Grasp*d the globe with iron hand. 
Circled w&h seats of bliss, the Lord of Light 
Saw prostrate worlds adore his goklen height. 
The statue^ waking with immortal powerSy* 
Springs from its paxcnteafth^ »id shakes the sphwes; 
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The indignant pyramid sublimely towers^ 
And braves the efforts of a host of years. 
Sweet Music breathes her soul into the wind) 
And bright-ey'd Painting stamps the image of the mind. 



II. 2. 
Round their rude ark old Egypt's sorcerers rise! 
A timbrell'd anthem swells the gale^ 
And bids the God of Thunders hail 5^ 
With lowings loud the captive god replies. 
Clouds of incense woo thy smile^ 
Scaly monarch of the Nile ! 1 
But ah! what myriads claim the bended knee! 
Gro, count the busy drops that swell the sea.™ 
Proud land! what eye can trace thy mjrstic lore^ ^ 
Lock'd up in characters as dark us night ? ^ 
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iVhat eye those long, long labyrinths dare explore^** 
To which the parted soul oft wings her flight; 
\gain to visit her cold cell of day, 
arm'd with perennial sweets, and smiling at decay? 



II. 3. 
On yon hoar summit, mildly bright' 
With purple ether's liquid light, 
HTigh o'er the world^ the white-rob'd Magi gaze 
On dazzling bursts of heav'nly fire; 
Start at each blue, portentous blaze. 
Each flame that flits with adverse spire. 
But say, what sounds my ear invade^ i 
From Delphi's venerable shade? 
The temple rocks, the laurel waves! 
''The God! the God!" the Sybil cries. 
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Her figure swells ! she foams, she raves! 
Her figure swells to more than mortal size! 
Streams of rapture roll aloog^ 
Silver notes ascend the skies: 
Wake, Echo, wake and catch the song. 

Oh catch it, ere it dies ! 
The Sybil speaks, the dream is o'er. 
The holy harpings charm no more. 
In vain she checks the God*s controul; 
His madding spirit fills hct fi'ame. 
And moulds the features of her soul. 
Breathing a prophetic fiame. 
The cavern frowns; its hundred mouths unclose! 
And, in the thunder's voice, the ^te of empire flows. 
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III. 1. 
MaasL, thy Druid-ritet awake the dead ! 
Rites thy brown oaks would never dare 
E'en whisper to the idle air ; 
Rites that have heav'd old Ocean on his bed. 
Shiver'd by thy piercing glance^ 
Pointless falls the hero's lance. 
Thy magic bids the imperial eagle fty/ 
And blasts the laureate wreath of victory. 
Hark, the bard's sod inspires the vocal ftring! 
At every pause dread Silence hovers o'er: 
While murky Night sails round on raven-wing. 
Deepening the tempest's howl, the torrent's roar; 
Chas'd by the mom from Snowdon's awful brow. 
Where late she jat and soowl'd on the black wave below. 
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III. 2. 
Lo^ steel-clad War his gorgeous standard rears! 
The red-cross squadrons madly rage^' 
And mow thro' infancy.and age^ 
Then kiss the sacred dust and melt in tears. 
Veiling from the eye of day. 
Penance dreams her life away; 
In cloistered solitude she sits and sighs. 
While from each shrine still, small responses nse,. 
Hear, with what heart-felt beat, the midnight bell 
Swings its slow summons thro* the hollow pile! 
The weak, wan votarist leaves her twilight cell. 
To walk, with taper dun, the winding isle; 
With choral chantings vmnly to aspire. 
Beyond this nether sphere, on Rapture's wing of fire. 
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III. 3. 
Lord of each pang the nerves can £dd, 
Hence^ with the rack and reeking wheel. 

•"aith lifts the soul above this little ball! 
While gleams of glory open round. 
And circling choirs of angels call. 
Canst thou, with all thy terrors crown'd, 
Hope to obscure that latent spark. 
Destined to shine when suns are dark i 
Thy triumphs cease ! thro' every land. 
Hark ! Truth proclaims, thy triumphs cease 
Her heav'nly form, with glowing hand, 

benignly points to piety and peace. 
Flush'd with youth, her looks impart 
Each fine feeling as it flows 5 



i 
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Her voice the echo of her hearty 
Pure as the mountain-snows : 
Celestial transports round her play. 
And softly, sweetly die away. 
She smiles ! and where is now the cloud 
That blacken'd o'er thy baleful rdgn? 
Grim darkness furls his leaden shroud. 
Shrinking firom' her glance in vain. 
Her touch unlocks the day-q>nng from above. 
And lo ! it visits man with beams of light anid love. 
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NOTES. 



NoT£ a. Page 130. 
An allusioa to the sacri£u:e of Iphigenia. 



Note b. P. 130. 
Quae caput a coeli regionibus ostendebat^ 
Horribili super aspectu mortalibos instans. 

Lucretius, 1. i. v. 65. 



Note c. P. 131. 
When we were ready to set out, our host mut- 
ed some words in the ears of our<:attle. 

See a Voj^ to the North of Eiibrope in 1653. 



"5 
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NoTB d. P. 132. 
The Bramins voluntarily expose thdr bodies to 
the intense heat of the son. 



Note e. P. 132. 
Ridens moriar. The conclusion of an old Runic 
ode^ preserved by Olaus Wormius. 



Note f. P. 132. 
In the Bedas, or sacred writings of the Hindoos^ 
there is this passage : '' She who dies with her hus- 
band^ shall live for ever with him in heaven.*' 



Note g. P. 132. 
The Fates of the Northern Mythology. See 
Mallet* s Antiquities. 
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NoTEh. P. 133. 
An allusion to the Second Sight. 



Note i. P. 133. 
See that fine description of the sudden ani- 
niation of the Palladium in the second book of the 
JEneid. 



Note k. P. 134. 
The bull^ Apis. 



Note 1. P. 134. 
The Crocodile. 



Note m. P. 134. 
So numerous were the Deities of £gypt^ that. 
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according to an andent provab> it was in tiiat 
country lets difficult to find a god than a man. 



NoTB n. P. 134. 
The HleroglTphics. 



NoTB o. P. 135. 
The Catacombs^ in which the bodies of the 
earliest generations yet remain without corrup- 
tion^ by virtue of the gums that embakned 
them. 



NotJi p. P. 135. 
*' The Persians," says Herodotus, '' reject the 
use of temples, altars, and statues. The tops of the 
highest mountains are the placet cboaen for sacri^ 
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ices.*' i. 131. The elements^ and more parficularly 
?ire, were the objects of their religious reverence. 



Note q. P. 135. 
An imitation of some wonderfiil lines in the 
ixth book of the ^neid. 



Note r. P. 137. 
See Tacitus, 1. xiv, c. 29. 



Note s. P. 138. 
This remarkable event happened at the siege 
md sack of Jerusalem, in the last year of the 
eleventh century. See Hume, i. 221. 




THE SAILOR. 

AN ELEGY. 

JB Sailor eigha a* sinks bis native iboK, 
I all its lessening tuneU bluely &de} 
e climbs the mast to feast his eye once mOKj 
od busy Fancy fondfy Iradi her aid. 



{ 



I4» 

Ah! now^ each dear^ domestic scene he knew, 
Recall'd and cherished m a foreign dime, 
Chamis with the magic of a moonlight-view. 
Its colours mellow'd^ not impaired, by time* 



TVoe as the needle, homeward points his heart, 
Hiro' all the horrors of the stormy/main; 
This, the last wish with which its warmth could part. 
To meet the smile of her he loves again. 



When Mom first fainftly draws iter sih^ line. 
Or £ve*s grey doud descends to dri&k the wave; 
When sea .tod sky in midn^ht darkness join^ 
Still, still he views the psrtii^ lo^ shd gave» 
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er geutfe fptrit^ l^^tly hovering o'er, 
ttends his littfe bark £roin pole to pole; 
nd^ when the beating biUows round him f oar^ 
Whispers sw^ hope to sooth his troubled sool. 



arv*d is her name in many a spicy grove, 
I many a plantain-forest, waving wide; 
^here dusky youths in painted plumage rove, 
nd giant palms o*er-arch the yellow tide. 



it lo, at last he comes with crouded sail! 
>, o*er the difi* what eager figures bend ! 
id hark, what mingled murmurs swell the gale ! 
each he hears the welcome of a friend. 
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-— Tis she^ *tis she herself! she waves heriiand! 
Soon is the anchor cast^ the canvas furFd} 
Soon thro' the whitening surge he springs to land^ 
And clasps the maid he singled from the world. . 
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TO AN OAK. 



Trunk of a giant now na more ! 
Once did thy limbs taheav'n aspire 5 
Once, by a path untried before. 
Strike to the centre, and explore 
Reahns of infernal fire.* 



Round thee, alas, ho shadows move! 
From thee no sacred murmurs breathe! 
Yet within thee, thyself a grove. 
Once did the eagle scream above. 
And the wolf howl beneath. 



* Radice in Tftrtara teadk. Viro. 



There once the steel-clad knight ledinM^ 
His sable plumage tempest- toss'dj 
And as the death-bell smote the wind> 
From towers long fled hj human kind. 
Himself the hero cross'd ! 



Father of many a forest deep ! 
Whence many a navy thunder-fraught > 
£rst in their acorn-cells asle^. 
Soon destined o*er the world to sweep^ 
Opening new spheres of thought. 



' Wont in the night of woods to dwells 
The holy druid saw thee riscj 
And, planting there the guardian-speil. 
Sung forth, the dreadful pomp to swell 
Of human sacrifice? 



15S 

Thy singed top and branches bare 
Now straggle in the evening sky) 
And the wan moon wheels round to glare 
On the long corse that quivers there 
Of him who came to die! 
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WRITTEN AT MIDNIGHT, 



1786. 



While thro' the broken pane the tempest sighs. 
And my step ^ters on the faithless floor, 
Shades of departed joys around me rise^ 
With many a face that smiles on me no more; 
With many a voice that thrills of transport gave^ 
Now silent as the grass that tufts their grave ! 
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TO 

TWO SISTERS.* 



QTell may yoa sit within, and, foncl of grief^ 
Look in each other*8 &ce, and melt in tears. 
Well tnay you shun all counsel^ all relief. 
O she was great in mind, tbo' young in years! 



Chang*d is that lovely countenance, which shed . 
Light when she spoke^ and kindled sweet surprise. 
As o*er her frame each warm emotion sprea4, 
Play'd round her lips, and sparkled in her eyes. 



Those lips so pure, that mov'd but to persuade. 
Still to the last enlivened and endear'd. 

* On the death of a younger sister* 
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'i'husc eyes at once her secret soul camvefd. 
And ever beam*d delight when you appeared. 



Yet has she fled the life of bliss below^ 
That youthful Hope in bright perspective dreir! 
False were the tints! false as the feveiuh ^ow 
Which o*er her burning cheek Distemper threvi 



And now in joy she dwells, in glory moves! 
(Glory and joy reserved for you to share.) 
Far, far more blest in blessing those she loves^ 
Than they, alas ! unconscious of her care. 




ON A TEAR. 



Oh! that the Chunist's mgtc «Et 
Could crystallize this aicred ti«uire{ 
Long should it ^tter near my beaa, 
AiecretsouiceofpeunepleatDEe, - 
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The little briUiant^ ere it feU^ 
Its lustre caught firom CaIoe's eye; ^ 
Then^ trembling, left its coral cell— > 
The spring of Sensibility ! 



Sweet drop of pure and pearly light! 
In thee the rays of Virtue shine; 
More calmly clear^ more mildly bright^ 
Than any gem that gilds the mine. 



Benign restorer of the soult 
Who ever fly'st to bring relief 
When first we feel the rude controul 
Of Love or Pity, Joy or Grief. 
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The sage's and the poet's theme^ 
In every clime^ in every agej 
Thou charm'st in Fancy's idle dream^ 
In Reason's philosophic page. 



That very law * which moulds a tear. 
And bids it trickle fi^om its source. 
That law preserves the earth a sphere. 
And guides the planets iri their course. 



* The law of Gravitation. 



f 



IfiO 



»■ 



IMITATED 



FROM A 



GREEK EPIGRAM. 



Wbilb on the diff with calm delight she kneels^ 
And the blue Vales a thousand joys recall^ 
See^ to the last, last vergp her infant steals! 
O fly — ^yet stir not^ speak not^ lest it faiil. 



Far better taoght^ she lays her bosom bare^ 
And the fond boy spnngs back to nestle there« 



TO THE FRAGMENT OF 

A STATUE OF HERCULES, 

COMMONLY CALLED 

THE TORSO. 



And dost thou stilly thou mass of breathing stone^ 
(Thy giant limbs to night and chaos hurl'd) 

Still sit as on the fragment of a world; 
Surviving all, majestic and alone ? 
What tho' the Spirits of the North, that swept 
Rome from the earth, when in her pomp she slept. 
Smote thee with fiiry, and thy headless trunk 
Deep in the dust mid tower and temple sunkj 
Soon to subdue mankind 'twas thine to rise. 
Still, still unqueird thy glorious energies! 



•i 
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A^iring minds^ with thee ooofeniiig^ Gn|^* 
Brif^t revelatioiis of the Good thej soi:^^; 

By tiiee that long-lost spdl in leoet ghr^n^ 

•Wi 
To draw down Gods^ and lift the loal to Hei/nl''^ 

•J" 

■4 

* In the garden of the Vatican^ where it was phtoed by 
Julius Ily it was long the fovourite study of those great men, to ^ 
whom we owe the leriTal of the arts, Michad Angelo, Rapbad, 
and the Cacaod. 



TO A FRIEND 



Oh tbee, bleit yomb, a fatber'i hand conien 
The maid thy earlioit, fondest wishes knew. 
Each soft enchantment of the soul in henj 
Thiae be the joya to firm attachment due. 
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As on she moves with hentatii^ ff^^oc» 
She wins assnranoe from his soothing voice; 
And^ with a look the pencil could not trace^ 
Smiles thro' her blushes^ and confirms the choice. 



Spare the fine tremors of her feeling fi:ame! 
To thee she turns— >foigive a virgin's fears! 
To thee she turns with surest^ tenderest claim. 
Weakness that charms, reluctance that endears [ 



At each response the sacred rite requires. 
From her full bosom bursts the unbidden sigh. 
A strange mysterious awe the scene inspires; 
And on her lips the trembling accents die. 
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O'er her £dr fsLce what wild emotions play! 
What lights and shades in sweet confusion blend! 
Soon shall they fLy, glad harbingers of day^ 
And settled sunshine on her soul descend! 



Ah soon^ thine own confest^ ecstatic thought! 
That hand shall strew thy summer-path with flowers; 
And those blue eyes^ with mildest lustre fraught^ 
Gild the calm current of domestic hours! 
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THE ALPS 



AT DAY-BREAK. 



The sun-beams streak the azure skies^ 
And Ime with light the mountahi's tirow: 
With hounds and horns the htmters lise^ 
And chase (he roetmck thro* iAe snow. 



From rock to rock, with giant-bound. 
High on their iron poles they pass j 
Mute, lest the air, convuls'd by sound. 
Rend from above a frozen mass.*^ 

• There are passes in the Alps, where the guides tell you to 
move on with speed, and say nothing, lest the agitation of the 
air should loosen the snows above. Gray, sect. v. let. 4. 
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The goats wind slow their wonted way. 
Up craggy steeps and ridges rude; 
Mark*d by the wild wolf for his prey. 
From desert cave or hanging wood. 



And while the torrent thunders loud. 
And as the echoing cliffs rej^. 
The huts peep o*er the monung-doud, 
Ferch*d, Kke an ei^le*s neat, on high. 
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AN EPITAPH* 

ON A ROBIN BED-BREAST. 



< 



Trbad lightlj here, for heie, 'tis fiud. 
When piping winds are hushed arooiid, 
A small note wakes from undei:graon4» \ 
Where now his tiny bones are l^id. 
No more in lone and leafless {p:ove8^ . 
Willi niiiled wing and faded breast^ 
His Iricndless^ homeless spirit roves; 
— (u)nc to the world where birds are blest! 
Where never cat glides o'er the green. 
Or schot)l-boy*s giant form is seen; 
But Love, and Joy, and smiling Spring 
Inspire tlieir little souls to sing ! 

* Inscribed on an um in the flower-garden at Hafbd. 




ITALIAN SONG. 

Dear is my little native vale. 

The ring-dove builds and murmurs there f 

Close by ray cot ^e tells her ta]6 

To eveiy pasui^ villsgei. 



1 
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The fqairrel Itapt from tree to tree. 
And AflUs his ontB at fibertf . 



In orange-gnovet md nijide^buwtiAy 
/That breathe a gale of fiagnmoe roond, 
I diarm the fiuiy^footed hoon 
With my loir*d hite*i lomantic ioond; 
Or crowns. of living lanrel weave. 
For those that win the'noe at eve. 



llie sheph^*s horn at break of day. 
The ballet danc'd in twilight glade. 
The canzonet and ronndeby 
Sung in the silent green-wood shade; 
These simple joys, that never fail. 
Shall bind me to mj native vale. 
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TO THB 

YOUNGEST DAUGHTER 

or 

LADY ••. 



Ah ! why with tell-tale tongue reveal* 

# 

What most her blushes would conceal? 
Why lift that modest veil to trace 
The seraph-sweetness of her hce} 
Some fsaier, better sport prefer ^ 
And feel for us^ if not for her. 
For this ;»«BumptioB, 9O0a <x late, 
Kbow^ tlune t^iall %e a kndred £ile, 

* Alluding to some verses which the had written on an 
:ldcr sister. 
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Another shall in vengeance ris 
Sing Harriet's cheeks, and Harrietts ejesj 
And, echcnng back her wood-notes wM, 
—Trace all the mother in the child! 
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A CHARACTER. 



A8 thro* the hedge-row shade the violet steals. 
And the sweet air its modest leaf reveals 3 
Her softer charms, but by their influence known. 
Surprise all hearts, and mould them to her own. 




A WISH. 



Mine be a rot beside the hill, 
A bee-tuTe's hum shall sooth m^ ear; 
A wiDowy brook, that tuniB a mill. 
With many a fall Bhall linger near. 
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Hie swallow^ oft> beneath my thatch^ 
Shall tiintter from her day-built nest; 
Oft shall the polgrim lift the latch^ 
And share my meal^ a welcome gaest. 



Aioond my i^ed porch shall spring 
Each ftagrant flower that drinks thede^ 
And Lucy^ at her wheel, shall &ing. 
In russet gown and apron blue. 



The Tillage-church, among the trees. 
Where first our marriage-vows were giv' 
With merry peals shall swell the breeze. 
And point with taper spire to heav*n. 




TO THE GNAT. 



Wbbn by the gre«D-wood side, at summer eve. 
Poetic visions charm my cloung eye; 
And feiry-scenes, that Fancy loves to weave. 
Shift to wild notes of sweetest Minstrebjj 



t 
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Tis thine to range in busy quest of prey. 
Thy feathery antlers quivering with delight. 
Brush from my lids the hues of heav*n away. 
And all is Solitude, and all is Night ! 
—Ah now thy barbed shaft, relentless fly^ 
Unsheaths its terrors in the sultry air ! 
No guardian sylph, in golden panoply. 
Lifts the broad shield, and points the ^partding spear. 
Now near and nearer rush thy whirring wings. 
Thy dragon-scales still wet with human gore. 
Hark, thy shrill horn its fearful larum flings! 
—I wake in horror, and ' dare sleep no more! * 
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TO THE 



BUTTERFLY. 



Child of the sun! pursue thy rapturous flighty 
Mingling with her thou lov*st in fields of light; 
And^ where the flowtsrs of paradise unfold^ 
duaff firagrant nectar from their cups of gold. 
There shall thy wings^ rich as an evening-sky> 
Expand and shut with silent ecstasy ! 
—Yet wert thou, once a worm, a thing that crept 

r 

On the bare earth, then wrought a tomb and slept! 
And such is man 5 soon j^fom his cell of clay 
To burst a seraph in the blaze of day ! 
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CAPTIVITY. 



Cao*d in old woods^ whose reverend, echoes wake 
When the hem screams along the distant lake. 
Her little heart oft flutters to be free. 
Oft sighs to torn the unrdenting key. 
In vain! the nurse that rusted relic wears^ . 
Nor mov*d by gold — nor to be ihov'd by tears; 
And terrac*d walls their black reflection throw 
On the green-mantled moat that sleeps below. 
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A FAREWELL. 



Once more^ enchanting girl, a<&a! 
I must be gone while yet I may. 
Oft shall I weep to think of youi 
But here I will not, caimot stay. 



The sweet expression of that £iee. 
For ever changing, yet the same^ 
Ah no, I dare not turn to trace. 
It melts my soul, it fires my frame! 



180 

Yet give me, give me, ere I go. 
One little lock of those ao Uest^ 
That leii4 your d^eek a w^nqer ^cfw. 
And on jour white neck love to rest. 



— Saj; vtal^to kipdle soft delight. 
That hand has chahc*d with mme to meet. 
How coold its thrilling touch excite 
A sigh so short, and yet so sweet? 



O say— but no, it must not be. 
Adieu, enchanting girl^ adieu! 
—Yet still, methinks, you frown on me; 
Or never could I fly from you. 




VERSES 

VXITTZK TO BB 8P0KBM B1 

ilfri. SIDDONS* 



Yes, 'tis the pulse of life 1 my fears were raia ! 
I wake, I breathe, and am myself again. 



• Aftei ■ Tragedy, performed fOt bet benefit, it the Theatre . 
Rojral in Diury-luie, April 17, 1795. 
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Still in this aether worid; no aer^ jtil 

Nor walks my sprnt, when the son » seC^ 

With trooUed step to haont the firtal boaid. 

Where I died last— 4i^ poison or the sword; 

Blanching each honeit cheek with deeds of ni^t. 

Done here so oft ly £m and doubtful light. 

—To drop all metaphor, that little bell 

Call*d badk realitj, and broke the spell. 

Ko heroine claims jroor tears with tragic tone; 

A veiy woman ■ scarce restrains her own! 

Can she^ with fiction, charm the cheated mind. 

When to be grateful is the part assign*d! 

Ah, No! she scorns the trapi^ngs of her Art; 

No theme but truth, no {M-ompter but the heart! 

» 
But, Ladies, say, must I alone unmask ? 

Is here no other actress? let me ask. 
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Believe me^ tho9e> who best the heart dissect^ 
Kjiow every Woman 9tQdie8 stage-^&ct 
She moulds her mamiers to the part she fills^ 
/Vs instinct teaches^ or as Humour wills; 
^nd, as the grave or g^ her talent calls^ 
^,ct3 in the drama, till the curtain fidls* 

First, how her little breast with triumph iwdb^ 
CVhen the red coral rings its silver bells! 
To play in pantomime is then the rage, 
Uong the carpet's many-colour'd stage; 
)r lisp her meny thoughts with loud endsavour, 
^ow here, now there— in noise and mischief ever! 

A school-girl next, she-curls her hair in paperst, 
Lnd mimics father's gout, and mother's vapours; 
)i8card8 her doll, bribes Betty for roma^ices;- 
layful at churchj ^nd serious when ihe dapces; 
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Tramples alike od costoms and on toes^ 
And whispers all she hears to all she knows; 
Terror of caps> and whigs^ and sober notions! 
A romp ! that longest of perpetual motions! 
— ^Till tam'd and tortur'd into foreign graces^ 
She sports her lovely face at public places; 
And with blue^ laughing ejes^ behind her fm. 
First acts her part with that great actor^ man. 

Too soon a flirty approach her and she flies ! 
Frowns when pursued^ and, when intreated^ si^l 
Plays with unhappy men as cats ^th.mice; 
Till fading beauty hints the late advice. 
Her prudence dictates what her pride disdain'd. 
And now she sues to slaves herself had chained! 

Then comes that good old character^ a -Wife^ 
With all the dear^ distracting cares of life^ 
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A thousand cards a daj at doors to leave, 
And^ in return^ a thousand cards receive; 
Ronge high^ play deep^ to lead the ton aspire^ 
With nightly blaze set Portland-placb on fire^ 
Snatch half a glimpse at Concert, Opera, Ball, 
A Meteor, trac'd by none, tho' seen by all) 
And, when her shatter*d nerves jforbid to roam. 
In very spleeh— rehearse the ^Is at home. 

Last the grey Dowager, in ancient floonces. 
With snufFand spectacles the ^e denounces! ' 
Boasts how the Sir^ of this degenerate Isle 
Knelt for a look/ and dnell*d for a smile; 
The scourge an4 ridictde of Goth and Vandal, 
Her tea she sweetens, as she sips, with scandal ; 
With modern Belkff eternal wari&re w^es. 

Like her own birds tliat clamour from theif cagas^ 

o > 
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And ihoffles nxiod to bear her tale to all, 
like some old Ruin, ' nodding to its £dl!* 

Thus Woman makes her entrance and her txxt, 
Not least an actress when she least suspects It 
Yet Nature oft peeps out and mars the plot. 
Each lesson lost, each pocn: pretence f<H:got} 
Full oft, with energy that scorns oontroul. 
At once lights up the features of the pool; 
Unlocks each thou^t chain*d down by cowayd Art, 
And to full day the latent pasuons start! 

^And she, whose first, best wish is joor applausej 
Herself exemplifies the truth she draws. 
Bom on the stage-^thro* every shifting scene. 
Obscure or bright, tempestuous or serene. 
Still has your smile her trembling spirit fir*d! 
And can she act, with thoughts like these inspired? 
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Tbaa from her mind all artifice the fllngi. 
All skill, all practice, dow onmeaniDg things! 
To you, uncbeck'd, each genuine feeling flowij 
For all that life endean-^to joa fbe owes. 




, *• 
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